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Tl PREFACE. 

whose abilities would have done ample justice to the 
subject. 

What prevented Mrs. Carter from adding to her 
beloved friend's^ works, her own testimony to her 
character and her conduct through life ; whether it 
was by the request of Mrs. Talbot who was then 
living, or whether such a desire had been expressed 
by the deceased lady, cannot now be known. What- 
ever the cause might be, it could have no operation 
beyond her life ; and it seems to be fulfilling a duty 
to society, to shew that the virtues of her character 
^ere not inferior to the excellencies of her writings ; 
Ibc^t there was no discord between her conduct and 
h^r opinions; and that the strict attention to the 
duties of the Gospel which she so stiongly recom- 
mended to others, was not less enforced and adorned 
by her own example. 
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LIFE OP MRS. CATHARINE TALBO'T. 



Catharine Talbot was born in the moilth o£ 
]May, 1 720. She was the only child, and born five 
months after her father's decease, of Edward Talbot^ 
second son to William, Bishop of Salisbury, and 
afterwards of Durham, and younger brother to 
Charles, first Lord Talbot. Her mother was 
daughter to the Rev. George Martyn, Prebendary of 
Lincoln. 

It does not appear that Mr. Edward Talbot wai 
brought up to any profession, unless he was either ia 
the Church, or designed for it *; which an expression 
in the Bishop of London's life of Archbishop 
Seeker rather seems to intimate. If however thid 
was the case, he had certainly no considerable pre- 
ferment ; and dying so early, having only attained 
the age of twenty-nine years, and being a younger 

* He was Archdeacon of Berinu 

as 
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brother, he left his widow in a situation very inade- 
quate to his rank in life. She had been married to 
him only a few months, and was left in a state of 
pregnancy. Happily for her the kind attentions of 
a dear and intimate friend were not wanting at that 
critical period, Catharine* sister to Mr. Benson, 
afterwards Bishop of Gloucester, who had been the 
coHjpanion of her early youth, and whose brother 
was upon an equally intimate footing with Mr. 
Talbot, was residing with her at tlie time of his 
death. She was her great support in that heavy 
affliction, and. when her infant was born, who came 
into the world with a very weak and delicate con-r 
stitution, it was supposed that she could not have 
been reared without the assistance of her care and 
tenderness. 

These endearing circumstances naturally formed 
a still closer bond of intimacy between the two 
ladies; and they continued to live together, and to 
bestow all their joint attention upon the infant Ca- 
tharine. But before she w^as five years of age, this 
establishment was broken up by the marriage of 
Miss Benson to Mr. Seeker, afterwards Archbishop 
of Canterbury, but then Rector of the valuable liv- 
ing of Houghton-le-spring in Durham, 

. For this preferment however, and others still 
greater which followed it, Mr. Seeker was indebted 
to the friendship of Mr. Edward Talbot, who on liis 
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death-bed had recommended him to his father the 
bishop. Mr. Seeker's grateful heart was never un- 
mindful of this obligation, which naturally induced 
him to pay great attention to his benefactor's widow 
and child. 

When therefore he married Miss Benson from 
her house, he immediately joined his wife in the 
request that Mrs. and Miss Talbot would from that 
time become a part of his family. The offer was 
accepted, and they never afterwards separated ; and 
upon Mrs. Seeker's death, which took place in the 
year 1748, they still continued with him, and took 
the management of his domestic concerns. 

There is reason to suppose that Mr. Seeker paid 
considerable attention to Miss Talbot's education; 
for when she and her mother went to reside with 
him, she was under five years of age ; and as Mr. 
Seeker had no children, he always treated her as 
his daughter, and took the same pride and pleasure 
in her dawning genius, as if she had in reality been 
such. From her mother it does not appear proba* 
ble that she could acquire much either of literature 
or accomplishment; but to her she owed what was 
of much greater consequence, strictly religious and 
virtuous principles, so well grounded, and on a foun* 
dation so solid, that they were never afterwards 
shaken in any situation of life. For though Mrs. 
Talbot was not a woman of brilliant parts^ and her 

1 
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own education seems to have been rather neglected, 
yet was her mind strong, her judgment sound, her 
manners amiable, and her piety fervent as well as 
rational. 

But besides her mother's instructions, Miss Talbot 
enjoyed the benefit of a constant intercourse with 
the eminent Divine with whom they lived ; and his 
enlightened mind soon discovered the extent of her 
early genius, and was delighted to assist in its im- 
provement. Hence, although she never studied the 
learned languages, unless perhaps a little Latin, she 
reaped all the advantages of Mr. Seeker's deep and 
extensive learning, of his accurate knowledge of the 
Scriptures, and of his critical and unwearied research 
into the sciences and languages more immediately 
connected with that important study, 

.,yet though so much attention was bestowed on 
serious pursuits, the lighter and more ornamental 
parts of female education were not neglected. For 
the acquirement of these there was abundant oppor- 
tunity in the different situations in which Mr, 
Seeker's rapid progress in the Church placed him *. 
}n 1727 he became a Prebendary of Durham, and 
for the two following years lived chiefly in that city. 
Not long after this;^ he was appointed King's Chap^ 



i > •» 



^ Sevej?il af *these particulars, both relating to Archbishop 
Seeker and to Mrs. and Miss Talbot, are taken frona th^ 
lollop of London's Life of that Prelate, 
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lain ; and in 1733 became Rector of the Parish of 
St. James in Piccadilly ; which preferment he held 
for upwards of iseventeen years, during which he* 
' always resided for at least half the year in his par- 
sonage house. In 1734 he was promoted to the 
Bishoprick of Bristol ; to that of Oxford in 1737 ; to 
the Deanery of St. Paul's in 1750; and to the Arch- 
bishoprick of Canterbury in 1758, 



From the time therefore that Miss Talbot w 
seven years of age, she lived almost constantly in, 
or near, large cities ; and was consequently enabled 
to acquire every useful branch of education, and all 
those elegant accomplishments which add so much 
grace to beauty and virtue. She learnt music, but 
without acquiring any considerable proficiency in it, 
or bestowing upon it much time ; but she was ex- 
tremely fond of Church music, and when Dr. 
Seeker was Dean of St. Paul's, bestowed great 
attention upon the choii" of that cathedral "^^ la 
drawing, and painting in water colours, she made a 
much greater progress ; and as some of her Letters 
shew that her knowledge of these sciences was by no 
means superficial, so some of her performances, stilt 
remaining, prove that her execution would not have 

* For the service of that churcll she requested her friendr 
Mrs. Carter to alter the Anthem of ^ Lo, He comes with 
clouds descending ;" the whole of which she composed, except 
the first stanza. See the Series of their Letters, 4to. p. 3Si, 
vol. u 



Xii ACCOUNT OF THE LIFE OF 

disgraced even a professional artisL She particu- 
larly excelled in pfiinting flowers from nature, and 
*in landscapes; of which some beautiful specimens 
are in her present Editor's possession. 

While this attention was bestowed on Miss Talbot's 
accomplishments, it may readily be supposed that 
the sciences and modern languages were not neg* 
lected. She had a complete knowledge of French 
end Italian, and late in life she taught herself Ger- 
man, with a view at first of being merely able to 
read the ** Death of Abel" in the original. She 
appears also to have had some small acquaintance 
with Latin ; but of Greek she knew nothing, and 
often lamented her ignorance of that language, 
especially while her friend Mrs. Carter was engaged 
in the arduous task of translating Epictetus. She 
studied also Geography and Astronomy with much 
care and attention ; and with respect to the latter 
of these sciences, she had the advantage of being 
instructed by Mr. Wright, an Astronomer of no 
scnall reputation at that time, and an ingenious 
tliough visionary man. He was also acquainted with 
Mrs. Carter, who was about three years older than 
Miss Talbot, and was already well known in the 
world. The high opinion which Mr. Wright enter- 
tained of both his young friends, naturally made 
him (jlesirous that they should become acquainted ; 
and the reputation which each of them was rapidly 
acquiring, was an inducement also to them to unite 
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in the same wish. For though Miss Talbot had 
publislied nothing, yet her character for piety, 
virtue, talents, and accomplishments, began already 
to attract notice, and to be held in very high and 
general estimation. For she was moving in a dis- 
tinguished sphere of life ; her noble birth, great con* 
nections, and residence in the family of so eminent 
a Prelate as Dr. Seeker was, added great lustre to 
her merit, and set it otf with every advantage. 
She was also admired for her personal charms, as 
may be seen by the verses addressed to her, which 
are inserted in the Preface to the letters between 
her and Mrs. Carter, and she possessed all the graces . 
of the most polished manners, and the most fasci- 
nating and winning address. 

But, besides Mr. Wright, the ladies possessed a 
mutual friend in the Honourable Mrs. Rooke, 
daughter to John, Lord Ward, and widow of George 
Rooke, Esq. who resided in the old mansion-house 
of St. Laurence, near Canterbury. There she was 
occasionally visited by them both ; but they never 
met till February, 1741, though they had once 
previously seen each other in St. James s 'church ; 
a circumstance which, tliough trivial, they were ac- 
customed to recollect with much pleasure, and to 
which sometimes they alluded in their Letters *. 

^ Thus Mrs. Carter sayi, in one of her early Letters, 4to« 
vol. i. p. 9. 
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From this time, as may be seen in their corres- 
pondence, an intimacy took place between the two 
ladiesy which soon ripened into the most warm and 
intimate friendship ; and this never decreased to the 
hour of Miss Talbot's death, nor was ever damped 
by the most trifling disagreement or estrangement 
whatsoever. The esteem as well as tlie affectioo 
were mutual ; it was in the truest sense a religious 
friendship, and they strictly realized the beautiful 
idea of tlie Psalmist, which has afforded the motto to 
the collection of their Letters, they took sweet coun- 
sel together^ and walked in the house of God as 
Jriends. 

But the warm affections of Miss Talbot's heart 
were not confined to Mrs. Carter only. She pos- 
sessed also the intimate fri<endship of several 
ladies equally distinguished by their rank and cha* 
racter. Among these, one of the first in both re- 
spects, was the celebrated Countess of Hertford^ 
afterwards Duchess of Somerset, with whom she 
passed occasionally a good deal of her time, and 
kept up a: constant correspondence ; and she often 
speaks of l>er in herLetters to Mrs« Carter, in terms 

*' Bei^edetto sia il gi^nio,,' e'i ¥oe^e, ^'1 anno 
. !p) la stagione, e*} tempo, e'l bora, e'l punto; 
and St. James's Church and Mr. Wright, and the particles yes 
and no, and every other circumstance, and every other person 
that contributed to make me happy m the sight and conversa* 
lion of Miss Talbot/' 
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of the highest respect and regard. She was also on 
terms of particular iniimacy with all the female 
branches of the family of Yorke ; especially Mar- 
chioness Grey and Lady Anson. From this last* 
mentioned lady, however, some circumstances not 
explained in her Letters, occasioned a temporary 
alienation, or rather coolness. But before her death 
this had ceased, to the gratification of both parties^ 
and Lord Anson constantly after that event shewed 
Miss Talbot the most marked and flattering at* 
tention. 

At what age she began to compose does not 
appear; but certainly it was early in life, for her 
Poem on reading Hammond's Elegies, was writtea 
when she was not more than 22 years of age ; and 
though it is by no means one of the best of them, 
it evidently shews a hand which had been used to 
composition, and powers of mind which had been 
accustomed to exertion. It is much to be wished 
that Mrs. Carter had endeavoured to assign their 
proper dates to her different productions, which 
probably she could have done, but which it is in 
vain now to attempt. For no part of the Merpoirs 
of genius is more interesting than that w hich shews 
the developement of mind ; the opening and progress 
of imagination; and the difference of sentiment and 
opinion (if any 'such there be) in the various periods' 
of life, 
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FroQi this omission then, if it really was an omission 
knd not unavoidable, it has happened that the Essays 
and other prose pieces, as well as the Poems, do 
not follow each other in any chronological order, or 
regular arrangement. ' They appear to be exactly 
as Mrs. Carter took them out of what is frequently 
spoken of by both ladies in their Letters, under the 
name of the Greeyi-book ;\*d kind of common-place- 
book, in which Miss Talbot seems to have written 
both prose and verse, finished and unfinished, 
sketches and fragments; just as her health, spirits^ 
and occupations permitted. For all Mrs. Carter's 
iiifluence could never prevail upon her friend either 
* to arrange her papers properly, or to publish them 
herself; though it was what she earnestly desired, 
and had even succeeded so far as to obtain a pro- 
mise* from her that she would endeavour to do. 

•* " What shall I answer to your enquiries," says Miss Talbot in 
a Letter to Mrs. Carter, 4to. vol. i. p. S^i, ** about the green- 
book ? I have remembered my promise faithfully, but am just 
as far from performing it as I was last year. I have read it 
carefully, but can find no order, no connection in it. It wants 
sgi introduction — so it is returned to the considering dratver 
with many of its ancestors. — The other papers, yours and all, 
]ie in the same hopeless condition. But if I gain great strength, 
spirits, courage, and diligence in this happy retreat {Percy 
Lodge) from every care and every interruption, you may pos- 
sibly hear a belter account of me and them." To this Mrs* 
Carter replies by complaining of " the vexatious neglect of my 
favourite point the green-book : but it is really intolerable of 
you not to let the world be somewhat the better for you.'' 



MRS. CATHAUTNE TALBOT. XVH 

But however sincerely Miss Talbot designed to 
perforin that promise when she made it, ill health, 
and weakness of spirits its usual attendant, formed 
an insuperable bar to its completion. And when 
fihe grew better, the exercise necessary for her re- 
covery, and the various engagements which -her 
situation in life made indispensable, occupied too 
much time to allow her to correct and arrange her 
papers. 

Add to this her domestic employments in the care 
of a large establishment, and her constant personal 
attention to the neighbouring poor both in town and 
country, and it will excite but little surprize that she 
should so firequently complain, when in health, of 
want of time. 

Unfortunately indeed this was not very often the 
case, for the. seeds of the fatal malady which at last 
conducted her to the tomb, seem to have been very 
early planted in her constitution. Hence probably 
proceeded the listlessness and languor which op- 
pressed her so cruelly, even when she had no formed 
complaint ; and hence also the disorder which was 
mistaken for consumption, and for which Mrs. 
Carter accompanied her to Bristol, about ten years 
before her death. Her stay there appeared 
to have the desired effect, but she never re- 
covered her health ; and from that time, when she 
was about 40 years of age ; when perhaps the 
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powers of the mind and the soundness of the judg- 
ment are at their height^ she became a confirmed 
invalid. 

These circumstances may account for her having 
ivritten so little, considering her love of study, the 
desire of being useful to the world, and the quick- 
ness of her parts. For composition seems in her 
to have been attended with little labour ; her thoughts 
flowed as fast as her pen could write, and there are 
probably not many instances of a style so chaste 
and^ easy, and obviously formed with so little care 
and study. The correctness of her language, the 
strength of her arguments, and the justn^s of her 
reasoning, are equally the objects of admiration ; 
and these are set off by a vividness of fancy, and 
glow of imagination, which seem to be the peculiar 
property of a poetic genius. And such in truth was 
hers; for many of the images, illustrations, and 
similes, even in her gravest prose writings, are really 
poetry, and require notlnng but the mechanical aid 
of rhyme and arrangement to make them such also 
in appearance * 

Indeed the world has been sufficiently inclined to 
do justice to Miss Talbot's talents; and few books 

* See for examples of this assertion, among many others^ 
the close of Essays ix. xiii. xviil. xxii, and xxvi ; the passage in 
Essay V. concerning the Historical Glass ; several in the Pa«* 
torals ; and th& Third Imitatibn of Ossian. 
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of more moral and religious instruction have had 
a greater sale, and gone through more editions than 
the little posthumous volume of her miscellaneous 
works; Of the " Reflections on the Days of the 
Week," published separately, upwards of twenty- 
five thousand copies have been sold ; and of the, 
collection of her works, the present is the ninth 
edition. This is a circumstance not less creditable 
to the age, than it is to the Author ; and it also 
proves the correctness of her friend's judgment into 
whose hands they were put by Mrs. Talbot. She 
published them upon her own account and at her own 
hazard. " I do not believe *," says she, in a Letter 
to Mrs^ Talbot, ^' that I shall be a loser : and I havo 
a better opinion both of the sense and virtue of tlie 
world, than to think it in the least degree probable^ 
but that such a work will meet with the approbation 
it so justly deserves." The event shewed that she 
was right; and the excellence of her motives for 
wishing them to be published, appears very evident 
from the following paragraph in another Letter to 
Mrs. Talbot '* I imagine by this time a good part 
of a third Edition (of the Reflections on the Days 
of the Week) is sold off. What a comfort it is to 
think on the diffusive good which that dear angel 
h^s communicated to the world, of which she is n6w 
enjoying the reward ! What a blessed change to 

herself from the suffering statb of the last sad year T* 

» . ■ 

t fiee Mnu C«rter'» M«»oir% 4t<n p. 281, UlL edit. 
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Tliis was wrftten in December, 1770, when Misg 
Talbot had not been dead more than eleven months. 



But this excellent as well as amiable young woman 
ought not to be considered by posterity merely as an 
author. Great as her talents, and brilliant as her 
accomplishments were, she possessed qualities of 
infinitely more importance both to herself and so- 
ciety. Her piety was regular, constant, fervent, 
but not enthusiastic. It was the spring of all her 
actions, as its reward was the object of all her hopes. 
Her charity, including the whole meaning of the 
word in its apostolical sense, was extended to all her 
acquaintance, rich as well as poor ; and to the latter 
she gave, not only such relief as her circumstances 
would allow (for she was never rich) but what was 
infinitely more valuable to her, no small portion of 
her time. 

It is impossible to read her Letters, especially 
those from Cuddesden^ without perceiving how much 
of that precious time, of which she so bitterly la- 
mented the want, she bestowed on the necessities of 
her poor neighbour^. She examined, instructed, 
and rewarded the children ; she g^ave her advice to 
all who wished for it, and from those who were in 
want of pecuniary assistance her liberality was never 
withheld. In this last respect there is reason to 
believe that she was often Dr. Seeker's almoner : 
ior there can be no doubt that he, who when he 
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became Archbishop of Canterbury, constantly be- 
stowed in charity upwards of two thousand pounds 
a year *, had been equally bountiful before in pro- 
portion to his income. 

Highly accomplished, and admired as Miss Talbot . 
was in her youth, it does not appear that she ever 
turned her thoughts to matrimony. If she had^ 
circumstanced as she was, opportunities for her 
forming an advantageous and honourable connection 
could not have been wanting. Her birth and situa* 
tion in life^ the sweetness of her manners, and the 
reputation of her talents, made her the object of 
general attention and admiration wherever she 
went. Yet there is no reason to believe that she 
ever had any wish or intention of entering into 
that state, or had ever formed any such attach^ 

• 

ment as to induce her to desire ^t At least 
this appears certainly to have been the case after 
her acquaintance with Mrs. Carter commenced, 
which was in her Slst year ; though there is in one 
of her Letters a dark hint, as if previously to that 
time there bad once been a scheme of that nature in 
agitation. And this, from the manner in which it 
is alluded to, seems rather to have been contrsiry 

* This is a iact which the Editor has frequently heard frmn 

the late Mrs. Carter. It is abo confirmed by the testimony of 

t^' ' Bishop of London, (Porteus) who was then his Chaplain, 

Review of the Life and Character of Archbishop 
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to her own viishes^ and to have been given up in 
compliance with them. Her health, as has been 
observed before, was always delicate, and early in 
life even became infirm ; and there are passages in 
her Letters to Mrs. Carter, which may imply that 
ehe had very soon formed a resolution against mar- 
riage. But if this was the case, she was too pru* 
dent, and had too much good sense ever to avow it 
publicly. 

Miss Talbot's studies vvere very general and de- 
sultory : this was probably occasioned by the state 
of her healthy which was such as often to oblige her 
to read for mere amusement. But her opinions 
were invariably formed upon the best and truest 
principles, those of the Gospel. Hence her judg-* 
ment, whenever morality was concerned, seldom if 
ever erred. Possibly in the case of Mrs. Carter's 
Translation of Epictetus*, her fears or her scru- 
ples may appear to some to have been needless, or 
to have been carried too far. But if this was the 
case, it was at least an error on the safe side. It 
could do no harm ; it might be, and indeed it ac'^ 
tually was, productive of good ; for to it was owing 
the Introduction and Notes with which Mrs. Carter 
enriched that translation. With respect to other books^ 
the passages in her Letters which relate to the Ram- 
Mer, the Adventurer, and Sir Charles Grandison, wilP 

* Se€ Memoirs gf Mrs. Carter, 4to. p. 109, Sec. 1st. edi^. 
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probably be read with considerable interest. She 
was very anxious for their success, and particularly 
desirous that the moral parts and narratives in them 
should be such as might improve as well as delight 
the age. For this purpose it appears by the Letters, 
that both she and Mrs. Carter lent their assistance 
to the two last-mentioned Works by various hints, 
and plans, as well of characters as of stories. For 
both ladies were upon intimate terms of acquaint- 
ance with the amiable and respectable author of 
Sir Charles Grandison, and with some of the gen- 
tlemen who wrote occasionally in the Adventurer. 
In particular it appears from a' Letter of Mrs. 
Carter*, that Miss Talbot had revised and corrected 
Sir Charles Grandison before it was printed ; a task, 
it might be supposed, too long and tedious for bar 
weak health, and fully-employed time. 

Miss Talbot'^ Life affords little scope for narra- 
tive : it passed on in a smooth equable tenoCi with'* 
out dangers or adventures ; and equally exempt upoa 
the whole frpm any remarkable instances of good or 
bad fortune. This was a blessing of which her 
pious mind was deeply sensible ;. and like her friend 
Mrs. Carter, she was always " thankful for days 
not marked by calamity, nor blackened by the horrora 
of guilt." She was never separated for any long 
time from her friend, and indeed second father f, 

* See p. S42, vol. 1, 4fto of the Series of Letters, 
f It may be proper here just to notice an idle and absurd 
report raised afler her own and the Archbishop's deceaisey that 

b2 
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Archbishop Seeker. In his various removals to and 
from his different preferments, she and her mother 
always accompanied him, and they had no other 
liome but his. While be resided as Bishop of Ox- 
ford at Cuddesden, they entered into all the society 
of that neighbourhood ; and when they lived in 
London they had there a large and very respectable 
acquaintance, and many friends. 1 be deaths of 
some of these were almost the only misfortunes, her 
want of health excepted, which Mies Talbot ever 
experienced. The first of them was the decease of 
Mrs. Seeker, which took place in the year 1748. 
She was her mother's dear and intimate friend, and 
they had lived together for several years before her 
marriage with the Archbishop, then Mrs. Seeker, 
took place. To her care, in her mother's deep 
distress for the loss of her husband and the long 
illness which followed it. Miss Talbot had probably 
been indebted for the preservation of her infant 
life, and certainly for a long series of maternal 
kindness and attention afterwards. And how deep 
an impression these had made upon her affectionate 
lieart, appears from the Letter which she wrote to 
Mrs. Carter upon the death of Bishop Benson, 
Mrs. Seeker's brother, about four years afterwards. 

they had been privately married. Had this been the case, it 
could hardiy have been kept secret in that large family ; but all 
their most intimate friends are fully persuaded that there was 
not the smallest foundation for such an idea ; and that neither 
of them ever thought of standing in any other relation to each 
other but that of father and daughter. 



MRS. CATHARINE TALBOT. XXT 

** Once before," says she, *' your company was a 
great relief to me in a melancholy thne. I had then 
just lost the dearest and best of friends, the excellent 
sister of this last departed saint*. You knew her 
not, and I could not talk of her with you : of him 
we might talk by the hour; for who tnat ever saw 
him as you have dong, could ever be weary of th« 
pleasing subject? Pleasing it is to know by one's own 
happy experience, that there are such beings ia 
human nature, such amiable and benevolent spirits, 
50 fitted for a higher state of existence." When 
Miss Talbot lost this dear friend, she was about 
twenty-eight years of age. 

< 

A few weeks only before the death of the Bishop 
of Gloucester, the event so feelingly referred to in 
the preceding extract. Dr. Butler, Bishop of Dur- 
ham, the celebrated Author of the " Analogy f,*' 

• Whoever knows any thing of the character of that excellent 
man, will not think this epithet improperly applied. This 
Letter is printed in the Memoirs of Mrs. Carter, 4to. p. 89» 
1st. edition, and the character is there by mistake referred to 
Bishop Butler ; which error is corrected in the second edition. 

+ The " Analogy of Religion to Nature" Perhaps the most 
clear, convincing, and powerful chain of argument of the 
necessity, propriety, and actual existence of revealed religion, 
ever offered to the world. The absence of all fanciful and 
unsupported theory, the precision with which its data^ or first 
principles, are defined, and the perfect fairness with which 
every proposition is examined in that admirable work, make it 
a treasure to every man who wishes to give a reason of the hope 
that is in him. For it proves how well and advantageously 
reason may be applied to the service of religion. 
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also died. In him Miss Talbot lost one of iicr 
earliest and most respected friends. ** He was," 
says she in a Ixtter to Mrs. Carter*, " my father's 
friend. I could almost say my rcmeihbrance of him 
goes back some years before I wrs born, from the 
lively imagery which the conversations I used to 
hear in my earliest years have imprinted on my 
mind. But from the first of my real remembrance, 
I have ever known in him the kind affectionate 
friend, the faithful adviser, which he would conde- 
scend to when I was quite a child, and the most de- 
lightful companion, from a delicacy of thinking, an 
extreme politeness, a vast knowledge of the world, 
and a something peculiar, to be met with in nobody 
else. And all this in a man whose sanctity of 
manners, and sublimity of genius, gave him one of 
the first ranks among men." 

But Miss Talbot lived to experience a still severer 
iiiBiction, though she did not long survive it, in the 
death of Archbishop Seeker. This event, which 
took place in July, 1768, was extremely distressing, 
upon many accounts, both to her and her mother. 
They lost the sincere and affectionate friend, with 
whom they had now resided for forty-three years, 
without the most trifling disagreement, or the least 
diminution of kindness. They had to seek another 
home, when the advanced age of the mother, and 

♦ See Memoirs of Mrs. Carter, 4tp. p. 87, Ist, edition. 
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the ill health of the daughter, made the necessity of 
exertion pamful and distressing, and rendered them 
but little able to struggle with the world. For to 
increase their sorrows upon this melancholy occasion, 
even the fear of comparative poverty w^as not wanting. 
The Archbishop's will was not found till three 
months after his decease, and they had the prospect 
of quitting the large establishment and the affluence 
o( Lambeth Palace, for a precarious state of depen- 
dence on ^ relation, or the occupation of a house to 
themselves on the smallest scale. 

Yet still the balm of religious conversation was 
theirs ; and in patient submission to the will of God, 
they found both relief and reward. The language 
of Rliss Talbot to her friend was this*; '' In so 
great a calamity it will somewhat comfort you to hear 
that my mother and I are well; composed and 
resigned." And again a few days after, " Circum- 
Btances of the greatest distress have been mixed with 
our heavy affliction, and I more than ever see cause 
for thankfulness to an over-ruling Providence. God 
be thanked, our minds are supported in comfort, 
and our healths wonderfully preserved." 

But this circumstance, which caused them so 
much uneasiness at the time, was productive of the 
great advantage of enabling them to know their real 

* See Correspondence, 4lo. vol. ii. p. 57* 
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friends. These were many, and highly respectable ; 
nor indeed does it appear, and for the credit of the 
world it ought to be mentioned, that any of those 
persons who had lived on terms of intimacy with 
them in their prosperity, deserted them in their 
apparent adversity. Mrs. Carter went to them 
immediately, and remained with them till they re- 
moved from Lambeth, and was, as Miss Talbot 
says, '^ a balm and cordial'' to their spirits. All 
the Archbishop's particular friends vied with each 
other in attention to them ; and a younger brother 
of Mrs. Talbot's husband, Mr. Talbot of Chart, near 
Dorking, took them to his own house, as ^oon as 
they could leave the Palace, and treated them with 
every mark of affection and regard. While they 
were there, the long sought-for will was found, and 
they became entitled under it, for their lives jointly 
and separately, to the interest of thirteen thousand 
pounds in the three per cent annuities. 

This bequest, which added to ther small fortune, 
near four hundred pounds a year, a much better 
jncome in those days than it would now appear to 
be, enabled Mrs. Talbot to take a comfortable and 
convenient house in Grosvenor Street. To this they 
removed in thq December following; and here they 
remained till the end of June, when Miss Talbot's 
increasing complaints obliged them to leave London 
for a cooler and better air. Their kind and constant 
friend, the late^ Marchioness Grey, lent them for this 
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purpose her house at Richmond, together with 
" every thing she could think of to contribute to 
their comfort or amusement," and at the same time 
recommended them to all her intimate acquaintance 
in that neighbourhood. 

From this delightful retreat Miss Talbot only 
returned in time to breathe her last in her mother*3 
house in town. She was wirh great difficulty con- 
veyed thither from Richmond in November, and 
though she thought herself better for the first few 
days, she was never afterwards able to quit her 
own apartment Her chief disorder, but added to a 
very weak and now completely worn-put constitution, 
was a cancer. 

This fetal complaint, which had now for three 
years been preying upon her enfeebled frame, had 
been kept a profound secret from all her friends, 
except the Archbishop, Mrs. Carter, her own maid, 
and her medical attendants. From motives of kind- 
ness to her mother, it had been concealed even from 
her, till a few weeks only before her death. The 
Letters which relate to her last illness are added to 
the close of the Correspondence between her and 
Mrs. Carter, and are therefore not repeated here. 
Her dissolution took place on the 9th day of January, 
1770, in the 49th year of her age, and was not 
attended by severe pain, or any peculiarly distressing 
circumstances. To hei-, like the Apostle, to die was 
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gain. Her whole life had been a preparatioil for 
death ; and her last hours were therefore not likely , 
to be disturbed by the horrors of a wounded consci- 
ence, or the agonies of mental disquietude. On the 
contrary this is the account given of her by a lady * 
w^ho was with her when her death was hourly ex- 
pected. ** Her resignation and patience through 
all her suffbrings you are well' acquainted -with; it 
exceeds all description ; cheerfulness does not ex- 
press her countenance or manner, (I mean on 
Sunday last) there was a joy I never shall forget, 
imd founded, I am certain, oai tlie very few hours 
she hoped to remain here : and she told me she had 
tliat feel within her, that spoke her happiness near. 
— I am thankful I have kno^vn her, and have some- 
times hopes I may be the better all my life, for 
some conversations passed in this last illness." 

Mrs. Carter had the comfort of passing a few days 
with her beloved friend, before her death dissolved 
that close and endearing intimacy, founded in the 
most perfect esteeu), which had now existed almost 
thirty years between them. The account which she 
gives of this afflicting event, and the short but com- 
prehensive character which she adds of Miss Talbot, 
in a letter to Mrs. Vesey, is so superior to any 
thing which the author of this slight sketch could say 
upon the subject, that he hopes he shall be pardoned 

• Miss Jeffreys to Mrs. Carter; Letters, 4to. vol. ii. p. 75, 
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for adding an extract from it, as the conclusion of 
this Memoir^ althpugb it has been published before. 

^^ Two or three days before her death she was 
seized with a sudden hoarseness and cough, which 
seemed the effect of a cold, and from which bleeding 
relieved her; but there remained an oppression from 
'phlegm which was extremely troublesome to her. 
On the ninth (of January) this symptom kicreasedi 
and she appeared heavy and sleepyi which was at<- 
tributed to an opiate the night before. I staid with 
her till she went to bed, with an intention of going 
afterwards into her room, but was told she was 
asleep. I went away about nine, and in less than an 
hour afterwards she waked ; and after the struggle 
of scarcely a minute, it pleased God to remove her 
spotless soul from its mortal sufferings to that heaven 
for which her whole life had been an uninterrupted 
preparation. Never surely was there a more perfect 
pattern of evangelical goodness, decorated by all the 
ornaments of a highly improved understanding, and 
recommended by a sweetness of temper, and an 
elegance and politeness of manners, of a peculiar 
and more engaging kind than in any other character 
I ever knew, — Little alas ! infinitely too little have 
I yet profited by the blessing of such an example. 
God grant that her memory, which I hope will ever 
survive in my heart, may produce a happier effect. 

** Adieu, my dear friend, God bless you, and 

4 
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conduct us both to that happy assembly, where the 
spirits of the just shall dread no future separation ! 
And may we both remember that awful truth, that 
•we can hope to die the death of the righteous only 
by resembling their lives.'* 

Mrs. Talbot, although she was then upwards of 
eighty years of age, bore the loss of her daughter 
with the most pious fortitude and resignation. She 
died in her ninety-third year of a paralytic attack, 
and was able to continue her Correspondence with 
Mrs. Carter till within a very few weeks of her 
deaths 



REFLECTIONS 

OK 

SUNDAY- 



The Omnipresence of God, and the practical 

Inferences from it. 

^^ O LoRD^ thou hast searched me out^ 
^^ and known me : thou knowest my down- 
^* sitting and mine up-rising : thou art about 
^^ my path and about my bed, and spiest out 
^' all my ways.'* 

How true, how astonishing is this thought ! 
Almighty Grod, my Maker, is ever present with 
me. He is infinite in being, and therefore 
must be every where. He is infinite in 
knowledge, and therefore every thing must be 
known to Him. No creature is too incon- 
siderable for his notice, who is the Maker of 
all, and ^^ careth for all alike.'* The friends^ 
the relations, and acquaintance, whom I see 
and converse with every day, know not hidf 

B 
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so much of my conduct as He does, nor are 
half S9 attentive to it. How hourly careful 
should I be, then, to approve myself to Him ! 
Among my relations and friends there are 
some whom I regard more than the rest, 
either out of greater affection for their good- 
ness and kindness ; or out of reverence for 
their greater wisdom and dignity ; or out of 
interest, as being capable of doing me more 
good or hurl. All these motives of the highest 
regard are joined in Him. His excellence is 
more than thought can conceive : whatever is 
beautiful, or good, or amiable in the world, 
flows from Him as its source. In Him is all 
greatness and majesty, all wisdom and know- 
ledge: every thing that is glorious, awful, 
venerable. My hourly dependence is upon 
Him, and all my expectations through an 
eternity to come. From Him I have received 
my life, my being, every power and faculty 
of soul and body. Every innocent delight I 
enjoy, is His gift : in every danger. He is my 
present help. No power but his could guide 
me safely through the intricate mazes of life. 
Hitherto His providence has carefully watched 
over me, and His right hand has held me up : 
and through all my future life. He, who is 
truth itself, has promised never to fail me nor 
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forsake me, if, on my part, I will but serve 
Him faithfully, as in ray baptismal vow I have 
promised to do. That blessed covenant I am 
going to renew, by partaking of the holy Sa- 
crament. Had not our blessed Saviour died 
to redeem mankind, we must all have ap- 
peared before an all-seeing God, of infinite 
justice and holiness, without security of being 
considered otherwise than as objects of dis- 
pleasure. But we know, that He looks 
upon us now as objects of the tenderest mercy. 
He invites us to " pour out our hearts before 
*^ Him," at all times : " to call upon Him in 
" the time of trouble :" " to look unto Him, 
and be saved." O my soul, in all thy ways 
acknowledge Him, and He shall direct thy 
paths. 

Let me then ask myself, as in His sight; 
what is the general turn of my temper, and 
disposition of my mind? My most trifling 
words and actions are observed by Him : and 
every thought is naked to His eye. Cduld I 
suppose the king, or any the greatest person 
I have any knowledge of, were within reach 
of observing my common daily behaviour, 
though unseen by me, should I not be very 
particularly careful to preserve it, in every 
respect, decent and becoming ? Should I allow 

b2 
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myself in any little froward humours ? Should 
I not be ashamed to appear peevish and ill- 
natured ? Should I use so much as one harsh 
or unhandsome expression even to my equals or 
my meanest inferior, even were I ever so much 
provoked ? Much less should I behave irre- 
verently to my parents or superiors. This 
aM^ful Being, in whom I live and move, and 
from whom no obscurity can hide me, by 
whom the very hairs of my head are all num- 
bered. He knows the obligations of every rela- 
tion in life. He sees in their full light the 
reciprocal duties of parents and children^ of 
husbands and wives, of neighbours and fellow- 
servants. He knows the aggravated guilt of 
every offence against these ties of society, 
however we may be disposed to treat them as 
trifles: and every piece of stubbomne^ and 
pride, of ill*humour and passion,, of anger and 
resentment, of sullenness and perverseaess, 
exposes us to His just indignation. 
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ON 



MONDAY. 



T/te Improvement of Time^ and Self-exami- 
nation. 



44 



Blessed are tliey that do Hunger and 
thirst after righteousness." — Our Lord and 
Saviour has pronounced this blessedness^, and 
through his grace, I hope to partake of it. 
Hunger and thirst naturally prompt us to seek, 
wkliout delay, the means of satisfying them. 
What then is the food of the mind ? Whole- 
seme instruction and religious meditation. If 
then I sincerely do hunger and thirst after 
righteousness, I shall be frequently feeding 
my mind with pious books and thoughts. I 
shall make the returns of these meals as regular 
as I can, and seldom shall I find any necessity 
strong enough to make me miss them a whole 
day together. — But then it ought to be remem- 
bere4 too, that even these, the best hours of 
my life, ought never to encroach upon the 
duties and employments of my station, what- 
ever they may be. Am I in a superior station 
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of life? My duty then probably takes in a 
large compass : and I am accountable to my 
Maker for all those talents entrusted with me 
by Him, for the benefit of my fellow-creatures. 
I must not think of living to myself alone, or 
devoting that time to imitate the employment 
of angels, which was given me for the service 
of men*. Religion must be my chief end, 
and my best delight : it must regulate all I 
think, or do; but whatever my station is, I 
must fulfil all its duties. Have I leisure and 
genius ? I must give a due portion of my time 
to the elegant improvements of life: to the 
study of those sciences that are an ornament 
to human nature : to such things as may make 
me amiable, and engaging to all whom 1 
converse with, that by any means "f I may win 
them over to religion and goodness. For if I 
am always shut up in my closet, and spend my 
time in nothing but exercises of devotion, I 
shall be looked upon as morose and hypocriti- 
cal, and be disregarded as useless in the 
world. When this life is ended, we have a 

* How much is it to be wished that those whose dispo- 
sition is inclined towards enthusiasm^ would consTder this 
admirable sketch of religious employment ! 

f I am made all things to all men^ that I might by all 
means save some. 1 Cor. ix. 22. 
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whole eternity before us to spend in those 
noblest employments^ and highest delights. 
But mail, in Uiis low state of mortality, pays 
the most acceptable obedience to God, by 
serving his fellow-creatures. 

Perhaps all these considerations are wide 
from my case. So far from having leisure 
upon my hands, I have scarce a moment free 
from the necessary engagements of business 
and bodily labour. While I am working hard 
for bread for myself and my family, or attend- 
ing diligently the commands of a strict master, 
to whom I am justly accountable for every 
hour I have, how can I find frequent oppojr- 
tuuities for studying the Word of God, or 
much time to spend in devout meditation ? 
Why, happily, much is not required, provided 
I mai^e the best use of what little I have. 
Some time I must needs have on Sundays, ' 
and this I may improve. I may diligently 
attend to what I hear at Church : I may 
examine whether my own practice is €on£ar- 
mable to what I am there taught : and I mp.y 
spend some hours in that day, either in good 
discourse, with such as are able to instruct 
me, or in reading such religious books as are 
jMit into my hands. Still enough will be le/t 
for chearful conversation, and pleasant walkjs. 
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Why should either of them be the less chear- 
fiil, for a mixture of religious thoughts ? What 
indeed is there so gladdening as they are P Be 
my state ever so mean and toilsome, as a 
Christian, if indeed I behave like one, I am 
equal to the greatest monarch upon earth. 
Be my misfortunes and sorrows never so 
severe, as a Christian, I can look beyond 
death to an eternity of happiness, of happiness 
certain, and unspeakable. These thoughts, 
l^refore, I should keep upon my mind^ 
throtogh the whole week : they should be the 
amusement of my labour, And the relief of my 
weariness : and when my heart is thus ready, 
I shall gladly take every opportunity to sing 
and give praise. I shall awake early to wor- 
ship that God, who is my defence and my 
delight ; and I shall close every evening with 
prayer and thanksgiving to Him, whose 
*^ ways are ways of pleasantness, and all 
*^ whose paths are peace." Whenever I can 
have a quarter of an hour to spare from the 
necessary business, and the (at fit times) as 
necessary relaxations of life, which while they 
are innocent, moderate, and reasonable, will 
never be disapproved by that good God, who 
has created every thing that is comely and 
pleasant in the world, and invites us to rejoice, 

5 
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and do good> all the days of our life : when I 
have any spare time, I shall gladly spend it in 
reading, with reverence and attention, some 
portions of the Bible. In all my common 
conversation, I shall have my eye continually 
up to Him, who alone can direct my paths 
to happiness and improvement, and crown all 
my endeavours with the best success. I shall 
try to be something the better for every scene 
of life I am engaged in : to be something the 
wiser for every day's conversation and experi- 
ence. And let me not fear, but that if I 
daily thus faithfully strive to grow in holiness 
and goodness, be my growth at the present 
never so imperceptible, I " shall in due time 
*^ arrive at the measure of the fulness of stature 
'' in Christ" 

That I may be better for the last twenty-four 
hours, let me examine a little what temper I 
have been in all that time. In general, per- 
^ps, I can recollect nothing much amiss in 
it : but let me descend to particulars. Things 
are often very faulty, that appear at first sight 
very trifling. Perhaps I have so fond a con- 
ceit of myself, as to think, that I can never be 
in the wrong. Has any uneasiness happened 
in the femily this last day ? Perhaps I think 
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the fault was wholly in others, and the right 
entirely on my side. But ought I not to 
remember, tliat in all disputes, there is gene* 
rally some fault on both sides ? Perhaps they 
begun : — ^^but did not I carry it on ? — They 
gave the provocation : — but did not I take it ? 
—Am not I too apt to imagine, that it would 
be mean entirely to let a quarrel drop, when 
I have a fair opportunity to reason, and argue, 
and reproach, to vindicate ray injured merit, 
and assert my right ? Yet, is this agreeable to 
the precepts and example of Him, who, when 
*Mie was reviled, reviled not again ?'* Is it 
agreeable to His commands, who has charged 
me, if my brother trespass against me, to 
forgive him, not seven times only, but seventy 
times seven ? It is agreeable to that Christian 
doctrine, which exhorts us, not to think of 
ourselves highly, but soberly, as we ought to 
think ; and that in lowliness of mind, every 
one should think others better than himself? 
And alas, how often do I think this disrespect^ 
though a slight one, provoking to me P This 
situation, though a happy one, not good 
enough for me ? How often have I had in my 
mouth that wise maxim, that a worm, if it is 
trod upon, will turn again ! Wretch that I 
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am, shall I plead the example of a vile worm 
of the earth for disobeymg the commands of 
ray Saviour, with whom I hope hereafter to 
sit in heavenly places * ? 

* It is proper to observe, that this excellent illustration 
of these unchristian passions, though expressed in the first 
person, conveys no sort of idea of the mild and humble 
disposition of the writer herself. 
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The Duty of constant Envployment. 

" I MUST work the work of Him who sent 
^* me, while it is day." — If our blessed Saviour, 
infinitely great and excellent, was, when he 
assumed human nature, so far from being- 
exempted from the general law of nature 
imposed on our first father and all his race ; 
who is there amongst men, that shall plead an 
exemption ? The duty of employment is two- 
fold. First, as we are active and spiritual 
beings, ill would it become us to sit wrapt in 
indolence, and sleep away an useless life. 
Constant activity, and extensive usefulness, is 
the perfection of a spiritual Being. The great 
God himself is infinitely active. " My Father 
** worketh hitherto, (saith our Saviour,) and I 
*^ work." In their various degrees, all the or- 
ders of angels are " ministring spirits." In the 
happy worlds above, all is life and activity. 
And shall man, who is so fond of life, lose his 
little portion of it in a lazy, slothful, half stater 
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Shall he quench those sparks of immortality^ 
that glow in his bosom^ and content himself 
with beings for three parts of his time, little 
better than a lump of organized clay ? Inno- 
cent man in Paradise, was not made for idle- 
ness. But guilty fallen man is peculiarly bom 
to labour, and to trouble* Equally just and 
merciful was the doom pronounced to Adam; 
'^ in the sweat of thy face thou shalt eat 
*^ bread." Human nature, corrupted and 
depraved by the fall of our first parents, would 
be incapable of employing ease and leisure "to 
any happy purposes. Greatly do ye need 
constant employment, to keep us out of the 
reach of those temptations from within and 
from without, that in idleness particularly 
assault us. Greatly do we need to have much 
of our minds taken up with perpetual attention 
to necessary business, and hourly duty, that 
they may not prey too much upon themselves. 
Labour and pain are the necessary, though 
unpalatable, medicine of our souls. Shall w^e 
refuse to follow the prescription of that 
heavenly Physician, who drank the bitterest 
cup for us ? Toil and trouble are the just 
punishments of guilty human nature : shall we 
rebel against our awful Judge ? Activity and 
employment are the law of our being : and 
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shall we not obey our sovereign Ruler, our 
great and good Creator ? 

What then is my proper business and em- 
ployment, that I may set diligently to it ? In 
most stations of life, this is too evident to be 
asked. And it is equally certain, that every 
station, even the very highest, has its proper 
work and labour, which whoever performs 
not to the utmost of their power, is a vricked 
and slothful servant, for we have all a Master 
in Heaven. 

Come, then, my heart, let us chearfuUy set 
about our business. Be it study and improve- 
ment of the mind, toil of the body, or industry 
of ^ the hands : be it care of our families and 
domestic affairs : be it care of the public, and 
distribution of justice: be it care of our neigh- 
|36urs, and charity to the poor : be it education 
bf children, instruction of the ignorant, attend- 
ance on the sick, culture of the ground, de- 
fence of our country : whatever it be, let us 
do it diligently and heartily as unto the Lord, 
and not unto men. As subjects, children, 
servants, let us obey our rulers, parents, 
masters. And if it be the will of Providence 
to disable us, for the present, from all active 
service, by confining us in chambers of sick- 
i^ss, in a weak and useless state; let us set 
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the example of an uncomplaining submission, 
and chearful resignation : and let patience, at 
least, " have its perfect work." 

This submissive, this humble, this obedient 
disposition, is poverty of spirit. We ought to 
think nothing beneath us ; nor to desire any 
thing but what is allotted to us. We ought to 
imagine nothing our own, and surely there- 
fore not our time ! yet how apt we are to think 
it quite a hardship put upon us, if any small 
portion of it is to be spent disagreeably, and 
if. we have not hours, and days, and years, 
to indulge in careless idleness, and giddy 
pleasure. 

Among other works^ that of reforming my 
temper is surely a most necessary one. Let 
me therefore take myself a little to task. How 
have I behaved the last day? 

I have not, perhaps, been positively out of 
humour; but have I guarded my disposition 
against every failing ? Have I not indulged a 
nice fancy, in taking some disgust at any of 
those that I converse with ; which, trifling as 
it seems at present, may, in time, quite alie- 
nate our minds from one another ? A disagree- 
able look, or manner, too often gives a preju- 
dice against persons, who are really deserving. 
—Let me be upon my guard against such 
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prejudices. Let me overlook all trifling 
infirmities in others ; but let me spare them 
the pain and difficulty of having many such 
to overlook in me. Let me observe in every 
thing a perfect cleanliness and neatness : for 
nothing is so disgustful as the contrary. Let 
me be mild and civil, moderate and discreet 
in all my ways of speaking : let my behaviour 
always be easy and obliging, natural and 
unaffected. . Let me always preserve, as much 
as I can, even under s€ivere trials,, a cbearfujj 
pleasing countenance: a^nd, among ^pt,ber 
things, let me try to avoids as much as possible^ 
falling into those little foolish tricks anc) p^U«- 
liarities, which every body is so apt to acquire, 
without even perceiving it. I cannot^ help 
seeing in others, how disagreeable they are^ 
though in them, I ought as lit|le as possibly jto 
attend to it. But let ngte watch myself a little, 
and discover, in order to reform, wh^teve^ J 
may have in me that makes me less agreeaU^^ 
and therefore less useful, in society^ 
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On the humble and religious Enjoyment of 

the Biessings of Life. 

*^ Akd God saw every thing that He had 
^^ made, and htluAd it was very good.'' 

Such wa8 the hce of things at the creatk>Q;», 
£vefy view, that could be taken, was a vievr^ 
of order and beauty, of happiness and pleasure^ 
Too soon, by the frailty and by the guilt of 
man, this happy state was changed; and 
through sin, death and misery entered into 
the world. Every part of our world was 
aflfected by the general disorder. The earth 
produced thorns and thistles. The seasons 
became unfavourable. The beasts grew wild 
and savage : and hence sprung a necessity of 
labour and seU-defence. Toil and weariness 
mu6t be its matural consequence to bodies now 
become mortal and corruptible. Paiu and 
sickoess^ tlie infirnulies of old age, the fear 
of ^lealh and sufferings both for ourselves and 
0ur friends, with 4.II tliat variety of evils that 
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burthen human life : all are the sad effects of 
sin. The disorder of our minds^ the vehe- 
mence of our passions^ the dimne&s of our 
understandings^ those tendencies to evil, which 
even the best people, at some times, must feel 
strongly working in their bosoms, are the 
bitter fruits of the original corruption of human 
nature in the first of men, our common parent. 
Hence surely we should draw the strongest 
motives of humility, and throw ourselves 
down in the deepest abasement of soul, before 
that God of hc^iness, in whose " sight the 
^^ Heavens are not pure ; and who chargeth 
^^ his angels with folly." ^^ How much more 
*^ man which is a worm, and the son of man, 
^^ which is a worm ?" Unassisted human 
nature could not be in a more perfect state 
than our first parents were created : infinitely 
superior certainly to whatever we can imagine 
of good or excellent among ourselves. If they 
were such frail, such wretched creatures, and 
so soon forfeited their very beings — Good 
God ! then what is the very best of us ! " Let 
*^ our confusion be ever before us :" Let the 
*^ shame of our face cover us." 

Strange it may seem, after these considera- 
tions to mention a happy and chearful enjoy- 
ment of our beings, as a serious and important 
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duty. Many good persons, who have deeply 
dwelt on this dark view of our mortal state^ 
have represented it as utterly unfit and sinful 
for such creatures^ in such a world, to think 
of any thing ' but suffering and. mourning; 
But as sure as our heavenly Father is good to 
all, and peculiarly so to us, his helpless new- 
adopted children, so surely they are widely 
mistaken *. The blessed promise of our re- 
demption was uttered in the same moment 
with the doom of our mortality, and from that 
moment all was good again. . Pain, and 
suffering, and sorrow, became remedies to 
cure our corrupted nature : teqiptations, but a 
purifying fire to prove and to refine: our virtue : 
and death, a kind release from toil, a happy 
admission into a better paradise. Through 
our blessed Saviour, we have obtained the 
grace of God to guide us in all our ways, and 
to support us under all our distresses. Through 
Him, in Him, we have every thing that can 
make us happy, unless we wilfully destroy 
ourselves. ^^ Rejoice then, in the Lord^ all 
" ye righteous, be thankful all ye who are 
*^ true of heart." 

* See this idea expanded, and its consequences shewn, 
in the Rambler, No. XLiv, by Mrs. Carter; from which 
perhaps Miss Talbot took the hint. 

c2 
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Serious and careful indeed we ougtit to be^ 
wfttt;hful and diligent, humble and submw- 
fiive ; reflecting deeply on the frailty and vile^ 
nes8 of our nature, and the important^ ^t$t 
eternal intemfirt, that depends on this our alioirt 
and very uncertain time of trial here« in this 
sense, we ought to ^^ work out our salvatidn 
^' with fear and trembling/' and even to^ r&b 
*' joice before the Lord with reverence*** 
But while we ^^ keep innocence^ and take 
*^ heed to the thing that is riglit/* let our 
ohearful hearts and looks confess the goodness 
of our gracious Master^ who ^^ gives us rain 
^^ firom Heaven, and firuttful seasons, fiUing 
^< our hearts witli Swd and gladness**' 0( 
Him) who has maitQ every tiling good and 
pleasant : who has the tenderesi consideration 
4ot aU oar iofinnities, and has pronded every 
iwpport, and every relief that can make oqt 
passage through this workl tolerable a»d 
Gomforlable to us^ With joyful gratitude kt 
ms (accept and improve these Jib mercies, and 
itidu^dnciefiL X/et us maioe this world jts 
happy as we osn lo ourselves aad one anotlier: 
to do this, we need only be good Obrisliant. 
Our wills being perfectly resigned, will 
acquiesce, without pain^ in whatever 4i£^M> 
sals Providence majraee lit to mi|l^;;oC|US|^ tmi 



ours : and taking ^^ no thought for to-morrow>'^ 
we ^ir neither be tormented with vmn 
ecliemesr, nor anxious fearai Our desires 
being moderate, we shall pass easily and 
4}tiietly through life : and no unruly passions cmt 
vehement wishes^ will discompose our peace> 
Being free from private interests and selfish 
views, we shall have no rivalries nor contests 
witli our neighbours. Being in perfect cha* 
rity with all men, we shall with all be easy, 
chearful, friendly; in every thin^ studying 
to promote tlieir good and happinei^ : and in 
our turn receiving from many of them oific^ 
ei kindness ; and from such as are ungrateful, 
receiving the greatest benefit of all, a noble 
opportunity to exercise those duties, on which 
God^B forgiveness of ourselves depends. With 
pleasure a^Kl complacenee our heavenly Fa- 
ther ]fOclk» down on every society of bis chil- 
dren united in brotherly affection, and giv^ 
his blessinj^ to every set of friends, and neigb-* 
hours, asd relations, that }>erform their mutual 
laelative difties^ as tliay ought,! and love and 
delight in one another, Kyery iqnocent en- 
terti^nm^nt«( th^t keep up the cljuearfuln^ss 
and kindnesa ^ societyi^ JJe approves, *' Tlie 
v<^ce of joy ^nd health is in the dwelUujg^s of 

the T'lrl^^^i^^)^*" P^^ h9«tUh cm Alone he 
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preserved i3y temperance, calmness, aud lo^ 
dustry. Industry too makes the world look 
beautiful around us. It turns the barren 
wilderness into a fertile pleasant land: and 
for thorns and thistles plants the rose-tree and 
the vine : or sows the tender grass and useful 
com. Industry preserves us from inclemen- 
cies of weather, and finds some means to sup* 
ply every want. It procures us wherewith 
to give alms to the poor, and thereby enables 
us to lay up a treasure in Heaven. 

Happiness, then, a great degree of it, is in 
our power, even at present. But fools that 
we are, we forfeit even present happiness, for 
the indulgence of every peevish, froward 
humour. Let me examine myself a little on 
this. As much as I condemn it, am I not 
often guilty of this unaccountable folly ? Am 
I not readier to cherish unkind suspicions of 
those I live amongst, than to put a fair, and 
favourable interpretation upon every disagree- 
able incident? Am I not almost upon the 
watch to take offence at every triflihg disre- 
gard ? Do I not think it beneath me ever to 
take the first step towards a reconciliation ? 
Do I not make it a point of honour to keep up 
resentment, even though it pains me ? How 
much happier are they, who go through the 
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world with an easy good humour! Never 
suspecting that any body means them ill^ who 
does not really and seriously hurt them : pas- 
sing over every trifle : and by placing them- 
selves above all such peevish follies^ main- 
taining more real dignity, than those who are 
the proudest 
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TAe Dufy and Manner of being useful i^ 

Society. 

^^ Bltosed are the mercifvilj^ for they ' shall 
^^ obtain mercy." How greatly do we all of 
us need this blessing; poor guilty creatures, 
who are every day offending infinite goodness, 
and provoking almighty power, and perfect 
justice! How then shall we be merciful as 
we ought ? Can this duty be practised by any 
but the great, or the iiyured ?-^In relieving 
the distrest, or in pardoning offenders # Yes : 
every one of us may practise it every day we 
live« It is a great mistake to thiuk there is no 
superiority, but that, which rank and fortune 
give. Every one of us may in something or 
pther assist or instruct some of his fellow-crea-r 
tares : for the best of human race is poor and 
needy^ and all have a mutual dependence on 
one another : there is no body that cannot do 
some good : and every body is bov^nd to do 
(liligeutly all the good they can. It is by no 
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means euougli to be rightly disposed^ to be 
serious^ and religious in our closets ; we must 
be useful too^ and take care, that as we all 
reap numberless benefits from society, society 
may be the better for every one of us. It is a 
£a.l8e) a faulty, and an indolent humility, that 
makes people sit still and do nollring, because 
they will not believe that they are capable of 
doing much; for every body can do some- 
thing, i !^very body can set a good example, 
be it to many, or to fe\^« Every body can in 
«Kime degree encourage virtue. and religion, 
Aod discountenance vice and folly* Every 
body has some one or other whom they can 
advise^ or instriipt, or in - some way help to 
guide through life. Those who are too poor 
to^ give alms, can yet give their time, their 
trouble, their assistance in preparing or for* 
warding (he gifts >. of others: in considering, 
find representing distrest cases to those, who 
can relieve them: in visiting and comferttng 
tiie ^k and afflicted. Every body can offer 
lip- their' prayers for thoBe .who seed them; 
which, )f they do reverently and sincerely, 
they wiil never be wanting in giving them 
evei^ other assistance^ that it should please 
God to put' in * their power. Even those 
whose poor and toilsome life can admit of 
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their giving no other lielp to society, can by 
their frugality, and industry, at least keep 
themselves, in a great measure, from being 
burthensome to the public. A penny thus 
saved, is a penny given. Dreadful state of 
those idle creatures, who, dragging on a 
wretched, profligate life, in laziness and rags, 
draw to themselves those charities, that ought 
-to support the helpless, and really disabled 
poor ! Severely, I fear, shall they be account- 
able ibr it at the last day : and every one in 
proportion, who lives a useless and burthen- 
some drone in society. It is our duty to pre* 
vent poverty, as well as to relieve it. It is 
our duty to relieve every other kind of disti*ess, 
as well as the distress of poverty. People 
who are always innocently chearful, and 
good-humoured, are very useful in the world. 
They maintain peace and happiness, and 
spread a thankful temper among all that live 
around them. 

Thus far in general : but it is well worth 
considering in particular my own duties and 
obligations. . . Who are the people that I ought 
especially to study to make happy ? Are they 
parents ? — What a debt of gratitude do I owe 
them, for all their care of me, and for me, in 
my helpless years ? How kindly did they bear 
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with the froward infirmities of my childhood : 
and shall not I with most affectionate tender- 
ness support and relieve all those, which years 
and cares bring upon them ? My more active 
strength and vigour, my younger spirits and 
clearer thoughts, may now make me, in ray 
turn, very helpful to them. If tliey are good 
people and good parents, I am sure this is my 
duty : if otherwise, I owe them one of still 
higher importance. I owe them Ihe most 
earnest endeavours I can use for the reforma- 
tion of their faults, or instruction of their ig- 
norance. This duty extends to all my rela- 
tions : and to all from whom I have ever re- 
ceived any benefit, or any offices of friendship. 
If it is my misfortune that any of them should 
be bad people, though they have been good to 
me ; or if any of those who are related to me, 
are engaged in a wrong course of life, ought 
I to fly from them, and leave them to rOin ? 
No z gratitude and affection forbid it. Ought 
I then to encourage vice, and flatter folly, if it 
happens among those that I love ? This my 
liigher duty to Almighty God, to truth and 
virtue, absolutely forbid. What then is to be 
done ? To preserve the tenderest affection for 
their persons, and keep up and declare openly 
the strongest abhorrence of their faults. To 
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avoid every degree and every instance of ease 
and famfKarity, tlial may «eein to ^ve the 
least countenance to their .vices; and at the 
same time to employ every art, and every 
earliest einleavour^ Uiat can have the- lesst 
ehance of reclaiming them. To ipray /for^ 
and' pity them ; to reprove, and advise theM) 
to please and oblige them, in every thing I 
innocently can.-^^ — p^But if, upon the wtiolei 
I find them irreclaimable, and myself in the 
least possible danger of being infected by^ their 
example, — then to fly Ihemji as I would the 
plague ; then to cut off a right handy and 
pluck out a right eye *, and break through 
every fondness, and every altachiiient^i that 
would destroy my highest, my eternal interest. 
No ties that subsist among human creatores', 
can be so strong, can he so dear, or ought to 
be so indissoluble, as those which for ever 
bind -us to our Creator and Redeemer. ' -- ; 
* Next to the bonds of nature, ^re^ thbse *f 
choice. Married persons are bou»d to the 
observance d( very sacred vows, and ouglit 
therefore often to recollect tliem, and examine 

f JThajtii, ratlier to ^bmit to every misery a&4 nu»-- 
fortune that might befall me from the want of tlie siipport 
and assistance of my parents^ than to endanger my salva- 
tion. *" • ■ ■■'■ ^ 
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tkeir conduct by them. Among otlier things, 
tfaey should carefully consider, wh^er* they 
have 80 stiict a guard upon thbir ^ temper m 
they ought, Aovr the happiness ^ of another 
person is made so greatly to depend on their 
easy good humour and cheaHulness. Whe^ 
ther they assist and improve one another: and 
whether they are ready to receive assistance 
and advice as kindly as to give it. Whether 
tliey preserve a delicacy of behaviour, a neat- 
Tiess of appearance, a gentleness of manner^ a 
mildness of speech. Wlietlier they center 
kiiHlly and afiectionately into (me anotber'is 
interests and concerns. . 

Friends »houid consider what engagements 
ti)ey>are entered into with each other, how 
^riclly they are bound diligently to promote 
eaeh- Cher's welfare: to think of o«e another 
csmdidly and kindly : to overlook little offen* 
ces, to bear infirmities: to repay kindnesses. a 
Hiousand fold : to be watchful ovev each 
other's conduct : to be true, sincere, fkithfol, 
objiging, open, constant : and to have the 
generous courage of reproving and opposing 
each other's follies and faults. 

All persons should consider to whom they 
(ire accountable for their time, their labour, 
the superfluity of their fortune : to masters, to 
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friends, to society in general, to the deserving, 
or the helpless poor. 'Rich pei^ns owe a due 
portion of their riches to works of charity and 
to the public : the great owe their protection 
to merit : and all people owe it to themselves, 
to improve every moment, and every opportu- 
nity, this life affords them. 

Surely, while I am making these reflections^ 
I cannot omit more literal debts, and more 
immediate duties. Do I owe money, I am 
not able to pay r Let me retrench every su- 
perfluous expence, till my real debts are paid. 
Let me work and labour indefatigably, till I 
am enabled to be honest : and let me not be 
one moment easy, while I unjustly live on the 
expence of other people, and am hurtful to 
the society, that ought to be the better for me. 

It is worth considering, too, what promises I 
have made. Were they ever so rash, if they 
engaged me in nothing contrary to innocence, 
it is my duty to fulfil them. Happy if it 
teaches me the wisdom, to be more cautious 
for the future. 
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On the Happiness of the present State, and 
the Self-denial required in it. 

" Blessed are they that mourn, for they 
^^ shall be comforted." Alas! does it not seem 
from this, and many other passages of Scrip- 
ture^ worthy of all observance, and of all ac- 
ceptation, as if it was our bounden duty in 
this world to lead a melancholy, wretched, 
uncomfortable life ? And can this indeed be 
the will of him who delighteth in mercy? 
Who filleth our hearts with food and gladness, 
and has, in not a few places, expressly com- 
manded us to ^^ rejoice evermore?" Is there 
then, an inconsistency in the duties of reli- 
gion? God forbid! Yet short-sighted men, 
capable of taking into one view, but a part of 
the vast and perfectly consistent scheme of 
duty, and guided too generally by passion or 
weakness, are perpetually acting as if this 
was the case. Some free spirits there are, 
who throw off all lawful restraint, and fully 
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satisfied with lliemselves if tliey keep witliia 
the w idest bounds of what is just allowable, 
indulge without caution in every thing they 
think so. Their whole time is given up to 
niirlh and jollity: their whole fortunes perhaps 
are spent upon themselves, without any regard 
to the calls of charily or duty. Jollily they 
go on in life, till same unforeseen misfortune 
stops them short, and throws a deep gloom 
over their sunny landscape. 

. A nother sort of people, much to be es^ 
teemed, and greatly .to be pitied, are scru- 
pulous about every thing; and, frighted by 
misapprehensions of some alarming texts^ 
^ dare not allow themselves in the most inno* 
cent conveniences^ and most harmless^ and, 
on many accounts, useful and commendable 
pleasure. Their minds are so truly piou«» 
that they are far horn deliberately tbkikiog 
of the in Hnitely great and good God, as a bard 
and rigid master ; but they act with such a 
slavish fear, as must needs make those, wbo 
are less well-disposed, frame such horricjlly 
false imaginations of Him: and their welir 
meant strictness has the most dangerous ten* 
daicy in the world. 
Between these two extremes, undoubledly 

lies the .plain jpalh of dutv : the narrow, but 
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not thorny road, that leads through the truest 
comfort tliis life can afford^ to everfasting 
happiness in a belter^ 

The natural ei^joyments of life are dispensed 
to us by a gracious Providence^ to ^litigate 
its . natural evils^ and make our passage 
through it not only supportable^ but at fit 
times abd seasond3 so far pleasant^ as to make 
us go on with vigour^ ch earful ness^ and 
gratitude : and to give us some kind of earnest of 
wliat we are bid to hope hereafter, some kindof 
faint notion what happiness is : some sensible 
assurances^ that there really i$ sucl) a things 
though not to be, in any high degree, enjoyed 
on thia side of the grave. — Still it is a yet 
more merciful dispensation of the same fatherly 
care^ .that pain and imperfection^ satiety ai\d 
disappointment^ should be so mixed up with 
all our best enjoyments in this low state of 
being) as to turn our chief aim and desire to^- 
wards heaven. And let us not fear, unl€;3s 
we i^ilfuUy and madly throw ourselves into a 
giddy round of pleasures, on, purpose to be 
intoxicated by them. Providence will merci- 
fully interpose in the fullest tide of innocent 
prosperity, and make us, by some means or 
other, feel an emptiness and dissatisfaction, in 
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the best, this world can give : especially may 
this be hoped by those, who take care to keep 
their minds always open to such seripus 
thoughts and right impressions, as will per- 
petually present themselves, if Qot rejected : 
and who reserve some leisure time in every 
day, for reading and reflecting. 

Our Maker knows so well the weakness of 
our frame, that he hath riot left it to us, to 
inflict upon ourselves, merely by way of 
punishment, such sufferings as He sees it 
necessary for us to undergo. That task would 
be so haiid a one, that He would by no means 
impose it upon us. No: He will take care 
himself, that we sliall unavoidably feel and 
experience a great deal of that evil which sin 
introduced into the world : and alt He requires 
of us, is to support it as we ought. He re- 
quires nothing contrary to reason, and the 
innocent inclinations of nature: if any ^f his 
laws appear harsh and difficult, it is from 
their opposition to our acquired habits, our 
prejudices and corruptions. To forgive inju- 
ries, to return good for evil, to live peaceably 
with all men, to be always mild, obligitig, 
and good-humoured, to be kind and patient, 
charitable and industrious, ti^mperate, sober, 
and modest ; these are no grievous laws to a 
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plirg, and' well "tuned mind: nor cah its 
•gi^niiine dictatfes be bettier complied with/than 
by observing them. Still, they will be a very 
^evous restraint on the licentiousness of bur 
6birrupted wills, oilr heightened passions, and 
indiilged imaginations^ To be continually 
attentive to our conduct in every minute in- 
'fetance, to set a watch before our mouth, and 
keep the door of our lips, to set scourges ovef 
our thpughts, and the discipline of wisdom 
over our hearts, requires a soberness of mind> 
a diligence, a resolute adherence to duty, that 
may undoubtedly deserve the name of self- 
denial, and mortification: though in eflfect 
nothing so certainly ensures our happiness, 
both here and hereafter. To think we can 
do this by our own strength, would be pre- 
isumptuous and vain. Tell a man, helpless 
^ith the palsy, that peifect health is hH 
natural and eligible state ; convince him ever 
so* clearly how happy it would be for him to 
bi^ome active and industrious — your eloquence 
is mockery, and will not help him to the use 
of a (Single limb. But though we daily con* 
feSs that we have ^^ no health in us," He who 
did actually say to the sick of the palsy, 
*^ Arise^ take up thy bed, and walk,'' and was 
immediately obeyed, can efiectually relieve our 

^d2 
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slill more helpless state. To this sovereigu 
physician we can apply for help, and by the 
aid He imparts, ajre enabled to follow the 
regimen He enjoins ; and thus to *^go on from 
<^ strength to strength, till unto the God of 
" gods shall appear every one in Sion." 

Though our comfortable passage through 
this life, and the attainment of unspeakable 
blessedness in another, are the alio weil, the 
necessary, the enjoined objects of our pursuit, 
yet still, in a great degree, we are to renounce 
ourselves. By sincere humiUly we are to con- 
sider the vileness and wretchediii^ss of our na,- 
tural state : we are to acknowledge, that of 
ourselves we are able to do notliing as we 
ought : and, far from indulging any thoqghts 
of vanity or self-complacence, we are, when 
we have done our very best, to confess^ with 
unfeigned lowliness, that we are unprofitable 
servants^ We are to trust and hope alone in 
the merits and intercession of our blessed Re- 
deemer ; and to own ourselves " less than the 
*^ least of God's mercies." As his creatures, 
we are to direct all our thoughts and actions 
to his honour and service. *^ Whether ive 
^^ eat or drink, or whatever we do, we are; to 
^^ do all to the glory of God." In every 
thing wc are to consider carefully the rule of 
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duty: not scrupulously or superstiliously, for 
that tends to the dishcmour of God and reli- 
giouy as well as our own discomfort. We are 
never to do any thing for so low an end, as 
merely to gratify our own childish humour ; 
but in all cases, to moderate and guide our- 
selves by the rules of reason and religion. 
Thus, even in using the necessary refresh- 
ments, the easy amusements, and innocent 
pleasures of life, we are to behave with a due 
sense of that God, who is every where present. 
We are to look up to Him with thankfulness, 
as the bountiful bestower of all good, and 
chearfully accept these indulgences for the 
ends to which he has appointed them. Food, 
to restore our strength wasted iii active ser- 
vice, to preserve our health and ease: sleep, 
to renew our wearied spirits : pleasure, to 
gladden our hearts, and fill them with pious 
^gratitude and filial love. This cuts off at 
once all that intemperance that crosses those 
good purposes, destroys our health, distresses 
our hearts, makes our lives sluggish and use-* 
less, and dissipates or corrupts our minds. . 
Biciies and honours also are to be received 
with thanksgiving, by whomsoever Providencie 
allots them to ; but then they are to be dili-^ 
gently> and carefully, and generously employed 
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ini the. best purposes: and even tlie richest an4 

the greatest ought to deny theoaselves all in^' 

dulgenqes pf mere humour aixd; fancy, howc 

well soever they may sjeeni able to afford^ it^ 

and kindly and feilhfuUy consider the nlore^ 

pressing wants of their distressed fellow-creai-' 

tqres. To answer the purposes of charity tl» 

rich 9)ust be frugal^ and the poor industrious i 

and all give freely and discreetly, as pF€^r: 

calls require- Every body, in their turna» to 

n>ain tain the peace of society and ChristiaQi 

concord, must repress the little risings of tem^ 

per, and fretfulneas of humour ; must be ready. 

to forgive and forget, to indulge and overlooku 

It is endless to go on enumerating instances^,* 

in which the just, the necessary adherence toi 

our duty, requires us to deny our sinful selvesii^ 

Our cowardice, our false ahanie, our vanity^ 

o«r weakness and irresolution, our fondness^ 

apd partial affection^ our indolence and love 

of' ease; these, and numberless infirmitiea 

more> must be struggled with and conquered^^ 

>^en wc are called out* to encounter idangens ? 

to confer our Saviour before men: to withn 

stan^ the strong, torrent . of custom axuX 

fashion, of importunity and ill example : i ta 

turn a deaf ear to flattery, or candidly acknown 

led^e our errors : to resist solicitations : to give 
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rigtrteous' judgement : to forget alt 'Qi(r|irirat« 
relations : aiml : laAtachmeiitSy wher^ justioe or 
pifti^ic good are concerned^? to resign our 
deareM^enjoyineirts^ when it as the wiiiof God 
we:£diould: to clieck our sorrows in: their 
fullest flow ; and to go on indefatigably im-4 
proving ourselves^ and doing good to others^^ 
till the night overtakes us, ^^ in which no num 
'^ean work." 

The sufferings which .it shall please AU 
mighty God to inflict upon us, we are to ao* 
cept with humble redgnation ; acknowledging 
hia justice, and submitting to it without a muiv 
mur«. Thus 'patiently also we are to receive 
all tbe lessei; crosses He sees &t to lay upon us ; 
nor ever suffer ourselves to &et or. -repine at 
the various infirmities of human nature^ in 
ouiBelves or others. All these we must look 
upon as parts of that penalty justly inflicted on 
our ffifst parents guilt; and heartily thank 
Him, that He does not, according to the ter-^ 
rifying jnotions of popery, either expect us to 
inflict them oiv ourselves, or give us tte 
dreadful alternative of a purgatory after death. 
Uncommanded severities, that are ol no appa-* 
rent iise^ but to torment ourselves, and sour 
our uatureBt and shorten our lives, can never 
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be acceptable to our gracious Maker *. Our 
blessed Saviour^ when He mentions fasting as 
a duty, along with prayer and alms-giving, 
leaves the frequency and strictness of it to our 
own discretion ; and only insists upon one 
circumstance, which is, that we should iavoid 
in it all hypocrisy and ostentation; and be 
careful to keep up all ease, good humour, and 
agreeableness of behaviour. T.Tiere are very 
proper occasions for exercising this duty, 
without the least superstition or mofoseness, 
^nd where it may tend to the best purposes. 
Public calamities, private distresses pr temp- 
tations, perplexities and difficulties, times of 
peculiarly solemn devotion, and of resolutely 
iendeavouring to conquer such obstinate faults 
and ill habits, as, like the dumb spirit in the 
Gospel, can *^ come out only by prayer and 
^^ fasting." But where it makes us appear 
stiff and disagreeable, interferes with the inno- 

* Vengeance is mine ; I vpill repay, saith the Lord. 
Romans xii. 20. Surely then it must follow that we have 
1310 more right to revenge, or punish our own offences upon 
ourselves, than as private iifdividuals we have upon our 
offending neighbour. In both cases it must be left to 
God ; for as we are unable to judge of the extent of the 
wrong-doing, so neither can we of the proper measure of 
the deserved punishment. 
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cent chearfulness of society^ or may influence 
our health or temper in any wrong way, in 
such cases it becomes a hurtful superstition^ 
and as such unallowable* To observe the 
public fasts appointed by authority, in-a man- 
ner suited to every person's strength and abi- 
lity, with decency and reverence, can have 
none of these evil consequences: and the 
practice of this duty, at fit times, and in a rea- 
sonable degree, is an excellent remembrancer 
of the wretchedness of being attached to any 
sensual gratifications, and the easiness as well 
as necessity, at fit times, to forbear them. 
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TAe Importance of Time in relatiori to 

Eternity. 

Anotper week is past r another of tIioa« 
lUtle limited portions of time, which number 
out my life. Let me slop a little here, befoi:e 
I enter upon a, new one, ^nd consider , wliat 
this life is, which is tlius imperceptibly steal- 
ing away, and whither it is conducting me? 
What is its end and aim, its good and its evil, 
its use and improvement ? What place does 
it fill in the universe? What proportion does 
it bear to eternity? 

This mortal life is the beginning of exists 
ence to beings made for immortaUty, and 
graciously designed, unless by wilful guilt 
they forfeit it, for everiasting happiness^ 
Compared with eternity, its longest duration 
is less than a moment: therefore its good and 
evil, considered without a regard to the influ-* 
ence they may have on an eternity to come,^ 
Tnu3t be trifluig to a degree below contempt, 
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The short scene begun in birth, and closed 
by death, is acted over millions of mes, in 
every age ; and all the little concerns of mor- 
tality are pursued, transacted, and forgollen, 
like the labours of a bee-hive, or the bustle of 
an ant-hill. ** The thing which hath been, 
" it is that which vshall be, and that which is 
*^ done, is that which shall be done: andL 
" there is no new thing under the sun,'' 
Otir wisdom, therefore, is to pass through 
this busy dream as calmly as vre can; arid 
riot suffer ourselves to be more deeply attachJ 
ed to any of those transitory things, than the 
momentariness and unimportance of thent 
deserves. 

But considering this short life as a proba^* 
tidn for 6terriity, as a trial who^e issue is td 
determine our everlasting state, its impoirt-J 
ance to ourselves appears beyond expressioa 
great, and fills a right mind with equal aw6 
and' transport. The inlpbrtant day vviU 
come, when there shall be a new thing hfi-^ 
deed, but not *^ under the sun :*' for " heaven 
^* tltid earth shall pass away:" but the vrorda 
of Him, who created them, ** shall not paai 
^^ away.'" 

What then is -the good or the evil of lifej, 
but as it has a tendency to prepai*6, or unfit 

7 
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us for that decisive day, Avhen *^ the Son 
*.^ of man shall come in the clouds with great 
" power and great glory, and shall send his 
" angels, and shall gatlier together his elect 
*^ : from the four winds.'' That Son of man 
who is the Son of God, " hlessed for evermore," 
and once before came down from heaven, and 
took upon him this our mortal nature, with 
all its innocent infirmities and sufferings ; and 
subjected himself even to the death of the 
cross, that he might redeem us from all our 
sins, and obtain the gift of everlasting life for 
all, who should not wilfully frustrate this last ^ 
and greatest effort of divine mercy, 

What then have we to do, but wiUi love 
and gratitude unutterable to embrace the 
offers of salvation ; and henceforth become in 
every thing His true and faithful disciples? 
To whom should we live, but to Hhn, who 
died for us? To whom should we give up 
ourselves, but to Him who gave up himself 
for us? whose " yoke is easy, and his burden 
light." In whom should we trust, but in 
eternal truth ? In whom should we chearfully 
hope, but in infinite goodness? Whom should 
we copy, but him, who was made like unto us 
in all things, sin only excepted, and has lefl 
us an example* that we should " follow his 

^6 
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steps?'' Which if we do faithfully to the ul- 
mpst of our power, his grace shall so assist us 
that in the end we shall be where he is, to be- 
hqld his glory, and partake his bliss* 

Let me think then, and think deeply, how" 
I have employed this week past. Have I ad- 
vanced in, or deviated from the path that leads 
to life ? Has my time been improved or lost, 
or worse than lost, misspent? If the last, let 
me use double diligence to redeem iU Have 
I spent a due portion of my time in acts of de- 
votion and piety, both private, public, and 
domestic ? And have they been sincere, and 
free from all mixture of superstition, mo- 
roseness, or weak scrupulosity ? Have I, in 
society, been kind and helpful, mild, peaceable 
^nd obliging? Have I been charitable, 
friendly, discreet ? Have I had a due regard, 
without vanity or ostentation, to set a good 
example ? Have I been equally ready to give 
and receive instruction, and proper advice ? 
Careful to give no offence, and patient to take 
every thing, in good part? Have I been 
honest, upright and disinterested? Have I, 
in my way, and according to my station and 
calling, been difigent, frugal, generous, and 
industrious to do good ? Have I, in all my be- 
haviour, .consulted the happiness and ease of 
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Ihose I live with, and of all who have any 
dependence upon itie ? Have I preserved my 
understanding clear, my temper calm, my 
spirits chearful, my body temperate and 
healthy, and my heart in a right frame ? If to 
all these questions I can humbly, yet confi- 
dently answer, that I have done my best : If 
I have truly repented all the faulty past, and 
made humble, yet firm, and vigorous, and 
deliberate resolutions for the ftiture, poor as it 
is, the honest endeavour will be graciously 
accepted : And I may to-morrow% gladly and 
securely approach the sacred table, and par- 
take that bread of life, which our blessed Sa- 
viour gave, to nourish to all goodness those 
wim receive it worthily, and to be not only 
. the means of grace> but the pledge of glory. 
Amen! 
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ESSAY L 



On the Employment of Time in the differerd 

Situations in Society. 

One scarce ever walked, with any set of 
company^ by a neat cottage, but somebody or 
other has expressed their envy of the pastoral 
inhabitant It is quite common, among peo>^ 
pie of easy and affluent circumstances to ima^ 
gine^ in a splenetic moment, every laborious 
situation happier than their own : and to wish 
an exchange with the plough-mah, the shep* 
herd, or the mechanic. I have sometimes 
thought this an affectation : and a very false 
sentiment it surely is* For if all made the im-' 
provement they ought of their own way of 
life, there can be little doubt, but the higher, 
and more leisurable stations would be> upon 
the whole> the happiest^ That they rarely 
prove so in fact, is the fault of the possessors : 
who unable to avoid their necessary cares, 
And unindi^trious to seek out tlieir tru« 
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advantages, sink under a weighty that tbey 
might easily balance, so as not to feel it* 

What is generally called the spleen, is no 
othet than the uneasy consciousness and di9« 
satisfaction of a mind formed for nobler par* 
suits and. better purposes, than it is ever put 
upon. Mere pleasure is an end too unworthy 
for a rational being to make its only aim* 
Yet persons, unconstrained by necessity, are 
so apt to be allured by indolence and amuse* 
ment, that their better faculties are seldom 
exercised as they ought to be : though every 
employment that serves no other purpose than 
merely to while away the present moineQt^ 
gives the mind a painful sensation, that whe? 
ther distinctly attended to, or not, makes up^ 
when frequently repeated, the sum of 'that 
satiety and tediousness so often lamented^ is 
prosperous life. 

There is, doubtless, to many persons a real 
difficulty in making the choice of an 'em^ioft 
ment, when they are let perfectly at libertJV 
to chuse what they will. Necessity is perhapi^ 
the most satisfactory guide : and, for that l^ 
son alone, the artificer, the shepherd, and the 
farmer, are happier than their affluent hfei^- 
bours. The pooi^ man must either work # 
'strffve : so he makes the best of his lot^;; y^or)^ 
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chearfdlly, and enjoys the fruit of his honest 
labour. The rich, the easy, the indolent, have a 
task lis 4iecessaryi but not so obvions. There is 
room for some doubt^ and uncertainty as to 
the Wfty of setting about it. A life of sublime, 
ipecttiation is too high for the present state t 
a life of soft pleasure is too low. The right 
tti^ium is a life busied in the exercise of 
dttly 1 and duties there are peculiar to every 
sHUati&n, and an enquiry into these is the 
lefe^gone*. 

•?* Iwasr drawn into this speculation by having 
indulged, last summer, a whole week of idle- 
B^ss in a visit I made to an old acquaintance 
in the country. I, too, took it into xAy head 
<Mie tofternoon, to envy a poor man, who was 
^vd at Wrtrk for his livelihood mending the 
r6of of a*burch; where he had some dangei*> 
as well as toil, I, who had been seeking 
<$at tbfef = €0dl6st shade, and reclining on the 
gfcteiestttfrf, amid the fragrance of a thousand 
idwewi ? I, 51*»h6 had leisure to attend ttf the 
'WliK>tiiQg of ^birris around me, or in peaCi^'knd 
grttetyiAJght' amuse -myself with the liveliest 

, S'^.c^bist 13 T'atjii^r obscurely 1 expressed. Tlie meaBiDg 
ieems to be, that an enquiry into each person's peciiliar 
ftitaation is liis feaditiff duty ; i. e. that duty, without pro- 
per attention tu wbkii be cannot practise the rest. 

e2 
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wit and eloquence of Greece and Rome-^ 
would have resigned all these delights with 
joy, to Bit whistling at the top of a high ladder 
suffering both heat and hunger. 

After ruminating much on so odd a phe- 
nomenon, I could find no better way of ac- 
counting for it, than from the preferableues» 
of any allotted employment, to an inactive 
indulgence of selfish pleasure. It would 
therefore b^ worth while for all of us to consi- 
der what is our allotted employment, and sit- 
ting down contented with that, all mig^t be 
more than tolerably happy, and no such great 
inequalities in the worlds as are usually coqi- 
plained of. 

Not that all amusement and indulgence 

* 

should be severely banished. When pro- 
perly and proportionably mixed with the more 
serious purposes of lif(5, they become a part of 
duty. Rest and relaxation are necessary to 
jbealth: the elegant arts refine our imagina- 
tions/'^ : and the most trifling gaieties serve to 
cherish our good humour and innocent alacrity 
of heart. The enjoyment of proper delights 
filjb us with gratitude to their all-bountiful 
' dispenser, and adds to the bands of society a 

* ingenaas didicisse fideliter artes 
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flowery chain of no small strength^ and does 
justice to a fair world, that is full of them. 
The number of them varies according to nuio- 
berless circumstances: but, in no circumstance, 
are mere amusement and relaxation to be con- 
sidered as the business of life, or to be substi-< 
luted for that real task, which, in some in« 
stance or other, is allotted to every state, 

Lict then the shepherd enjoy his peace, his 
meadows, and his oaten pipe*. Let the 
honest artificer pursue his trade with chearful 
industry, and rejoice that the weight of states 
and kingdoms does not lie upon his shoulders. 
Liet the man of a middle station know his 
happiness, in possessing with quiet obscurity, 
all the comforts of society and domestic life, 
with leisure, and advantage for making the 
Qoblest improvements of the mind. Let the 
rich and great still look higher, and instead of 
repining at 

^* Ceremony, the Idol Ceremony P" 

which debars thejn of those free ^nd humble 
joys, delight therpselves with their ei^tensive 
poilrer pf doin^ good, and diffusing happiness 
{ifbtrnd them. 



. I 



, * j^ad Dr. Johnson reviewed this Essay, ^11 its moral 
worth would not have induced hiu) to pass over the Q(f<te^ 
pipe^ without severe animadversion. 



54 Essay i. 

What an alternative is put into the chdicfe 
of man !' By emptdymenl or misuse of the fa* 
culties assigned him, he may rise to what dig^ 
nity, or sink to what baseness he wiM, in tlie 
class of moral beings. Human existencei is an 
inestimable gem, capable of receiving whal' 
ever polish we will please to give it : and if 
heightened with the diligence it ought, will 
shine in due time, with a lustre more dazzling 
than the stars*. 

It would not be fantastical (for its founds* 
tion lis in truth and reality) to form a scale o# 
nobility -f very different from the comfAon 
distinction of birth, titles, and fortune ; and 
wholly according to that figure, persons 
m^ke in the moral world, and according 
to their various degrees^ of improvement and 
usefulness. The change would not Tie total; 

^ Is BQt lliis' the very cironmstance in whic)i the tvm 
dignity of humaa nature Qonsist3 ; the power inherent in 
eacli individual of exalting it to the highest degree of 
happiness with the capability of retaining that happin^sHi 
even to eternity ? 

f This was humonroualy attempted in 9 late penodk»^ 
publication^ (probably either the Mirror or the LoiiQg;er) 
ip a 9ianner more remotely coniiected with morality ; in 
which bodily health is made the criterion of greatness^^ 
find a man is said to deserve more or less respect, in pro* 
portion to the strength or weakness of his constitutiWii 
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Many, who are now high in life, would con- 
tinue so* : but not a few would be strangely- 
degraded. ' 

Of what account indeed in the true system. 
of life is he (be he what he will in greatness) 
who sleeps away his being in indolent amuse- 
ment ? Whose hours hang heavy on his hands, 
without the gaming-table, the bottle, the buf- 
foon, or the taylor ? And whose mind amidst 
them all, is perpetually clouded with a splenetic 
discontent, the inevitable rust of unused fa- 
culties ? Uncomfortable to himself, and unim- 
portant to his fellow-creatures, whatever were 
his advantages of nature and fortune, he has 
degraded himself from them alL A day- 
labourer, who does his utmost at the plough 
and the cart, is a much more respectable 

being. 

. In this scale, the miser's plea of poverty 
would be readily admitted, as witnessed by 
his anxious look and sordid life: while the 
frank heart and open countenance should be 
set down for the merit of a plum. 

£ven the miser himself has a class of infe- 

* Miss Talbot's own character, as has been observed in 
the Preface to the Letters between her and Mrs. Carter, 
forcibly illustrates this observation. Happily for tho 
world there are still many instances gf it. 
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riors, and that, without speaking of Ihe down^ 
right vicious, who come under another kind of 
consideration. These are the oyster-livers? 
such as lose the very use of their linvbs from 
mere laziness, and waste year after year fixed 
to one uncomfortable spot; where they eat 
and drink, sleep and grumble on : while the 
duty of their situation properly attended to, 
would make them happy in themselves, and 
a happiness to others. Were the pearl taken 
out of that unsightly shell, what a circulation 
of riches and ornaments might it make to so* 
ciety ! But while these poor animals can fatten 
pn their barren rock, it matters not to them* 

If cowardice sinks persons lower than all 
Other vices, beneath even these will coftie in 
the poor slaves of false shame, the mean de* 
serters qf their duty. How many, that now 
pass for men of honour and spirit, would ap-» 
pear more weak and timorous than female 
fear. Some not daring to refuse a challenge * \ 
Others drinking against inclination, or aflfront^ 
ing religion against their own consciences : or 
prodigal of health and fortune, from merely 

^ T%is was a fovourite iclea ^tb Mias Talbot^ See it 
iarther illustrated ia the, Letters between Jier and Mnu 
Carter, vol. i^ p« 327, &c. wbich jprodaced the sfory qf 
Eugenie in the Adventorer^ , 
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wanting strength to resist the vain current of 
fashion. No black slave sold in a market is 
so far from liberty, as every one of these. 

In numberless such ways, does the bewjK 
dered raw of man deviate from the paths of 
felicity and glory, and childishly squander 
away inestimable advantages. For just in 
proportion to the improvement of those facul-* 
ties, with which heaven has intrusted us, our 
beings are ennobled, and our happiness 
heightened. The enjoyments of a mere ani- 
mal existence are flat and low. The com* 
forts of plain ordinaiy life, in those who have 
some feelings of the connexions of society, but 
no idea of any thing higher, rise in the next 
degree. The pleasures of an improved ima- 
gination take in a circle vastly wider and more 
fair. The joys of a benevolent heart animated 
by an active diligent spirit, refined sentiments, 
and aflfections justly warm, exceed the most 
gay imagination. The strong sense, and 
genuine love of truth and goodness, with all 
those noblest dispositions, that fill a mind 
ftflfecJted and penetrated, as it ought to be, with 
a. sense of religion, and practising every part 
of Christian duty, ascends still higher, and 
rais^ humanity tp that point, from which it 
begins to claim a near alliance with superior 
jpatures^ 



I * 
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On true Politeness. 

PoLiTEKEss is the most agreeable band of 
society, and I cannot Iielp attributing more ill 
consequences to the general disregard of it, 
than people, at present, are apt to attend 
to. Perhaps it may be so entirely laid aside; 
by the time that this manuscript comes into 
any body's hand*, that the page, which 
preserves some feint outlines of its resemblance, 
may be thought no unuseful one ; or at least 
by the lovers of antiquity, may be read with 
pleasure, as containing some curious remains 
of an elegant art : an art, that humanized the 
world, for many years, till the fine spirits of 
the present age thought fit to throw it bfi^ as 
a narrow restraint, and a mean prejudice of 
education. 

* That time seems now to have arrived, when freedom 
has f o generally .usurped the place. of polit^ess, and even 
gallant attention to the weaker sex has given way to ease 
not unfreqnently degenerating into rudeness itself. If 
Miss Talbot's agis deserved the censure contained in tb^ 
text, what must be thought of the present. 
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Politeness is the just medium between form 
and rudeness. It is the consequence of a be- 
nevolent nature, which shows itself, to general 
acquaintance, in an obliging, unconstrained 
civility, as it does^ to more particular ones, id 
distinguished acts of kindness. This good 
nature must be dii^cted by a justness of sense, 
and a quickness of discernment, that knows 
how to use every opportunity of exercising it, 
and to proportion tlie instances of it, to every 
character and situation. It is a restraint laid 
by reason and benevolence, upon every irre*^ 
gularity of the temper, which, in obedience 
to them, is forced to accommodate itself even 
to the fantastic laws, which custom and 
fashion have established, if, by that means it 
can procure, in any degree, the ^lisfactiont 
or good opinion of any part of mankind. Thus 
paying an obliging deference to their judg- 
ment, 'so far as it is not inconsistent with 
the higher obligations of virtue and religion. 

This must be accompanied with an elegance 
of taste, and a delicacy observant of the least 
trifles, which tend to please or to oblige : and 
though its foundation must be rooted in the 
heart, it can scarce' be perfected without a 
complete knowledge of the world. 



I 
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In society, it is the mediuno, that blends all 
different tempers, into the most pleasing har-» 
inony^ while it imposes silence on the loqua-- 
cious, and inclines the most reserved to furnish 
their share of the conversation, it represses the 
ambition of shining alone, and increases the 
desire of being mutually agreeable^ It takes 
off the edge of raillery, and gives delicacy to 
wit. It preserves a proper subordination 
amongst all ranks of people, and can reconcile 
a perfect ease, with the most exact pro-* 
priety. 

To superiors it appears in a respectful 
freedott) : no greatness can awe it into servi- 
lity, and no intimacy can sink it into a re* 
gardless familiarity. 

To inferiors it shews itself in an unassuming 
good nature. Its aim is to raise them to you, 
pot to let you down to them. It at once 
maintains the dignity of your station, and ex- 
presses the goodness of your heart. 

To equals it is every thing that is charming. 
It studies their inclinations, prevents their 
desires, attends to every little exactness of 
behaviour, and all the time appears perfectly 
disengaged and careless. 

Such, and so amiable is true politeness, by 
people of wrong heads and Unworthy hearts 
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disgraced in its two extremes: And, by the 
generality of mankind, confined within the 
narrow bounds of mere good breeding, which, 
in truths is only one instance of it. 

There is a kind of character, which does 
not in the least deserve to be reckoned polite, 
Ahough it is exact in every punctilio of beha- 
viour. Such as would not for the world omit 
.paying you the civiUty of a bow, or fail in the 
least circumstance of decorum : But then these 
people do this so merely for their own sake, 
, that whether you are pleased or embarrassed 
with it, is Uttle of their care. They have 
performed their own parts, and are satisfied. 
One there is, who says more civil things than 
half mankind besides, and yet, is ^^ So obliging 
" that he never obliged." For while he is 
paying the highest court to some one person 
of the company, he must of course neglect the 
rest, which is ill made up, by a forced recol- 
lection at last, and some lame civility, which, 
however it may be worded, does in effect 
express only this, " I protest I had quite forgot 
you : but as insignificant as you are, I must 
not, for my own sake, let you go home out 
*^ of humour." Thus every one in their turn, 
finding his civility to be just as variable' as his 
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interest, no one thinks himself obliged to bkii 
for it. • t 

This then is a proof, that true politeness, 
whose great end is giving real pleasure, caii 
have itff source only in a virtuous and benevo* 
feAt heart* Yet this is not all : it must ob- 
serve prc^riety too. There is a character of 
perfect good nature, that loves to have every 
thing about it happy or merry. This is ft 
character greatly to be beloved, but has Httib 
claim to the title of politeness. Such persbi» 
have no notion of freedom without noi^ ati4 . 
tumult: and by taking off every propeflr 
restraint^ and sinking themselves to the level 
cf their companions, even lessen the pleasure 
these would have in the company -of tbehr 
superiors* ^ > * 

Cleanthes too loved to have every body 
^bout him pleased and eat^y. But itt his 
family, freedom went hand in hand; With 
order;. while his experience of the woi^W, in 
an age of more real accomplish merits, pre* 
eerved his whole behaviour agreeable to his 
company, and becoming his station; ' 

Certainly Uris regard to the different statiorts 
of life is too much neglected by all ranks of 
people. A few reflections will show this but 
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too plainly. That the government of states 
and kingdoms should be placed in a few hands 
waSy in the earliest ages of the world, found 
necessary to the well-being of society. Power 
gave a kind of sanction to the persons in 
whose hands it was vested; and when the 
peoples' minds were awed into, obedience^ 
there was the less need of punishments to re^ 
strain their actions. Each various rank o£ 
them viewed, with profound respect, that 
which was most regularly beautiful: and the 
pile of government rose, in due proportion^ 
with harmony in all its parts ^« ; i 

Very different is the present scene, where 
all sorts of people put tliemselves upon a levdc 
where the meanest and most ignorant censure^ 
without reserve, the greatest and the wisest: 
where the sublimest subjects are scanned 
without oreverence, the softest treated without 
delicacy. 

There was a time, when from this principle 
of politeness, our sex received a thousand de- 
licate distinctions, which made us as it were 
amends for our exclusion from the .more 
shining and tumultuous scenes of life. Per- 

^ If Mr. Barke never read these Essays^ it is a curious 
oircumstance that he should have made use of this same 
xaetaphor (though much more highly ornamented) in hiB 
admired work on th^ Frencldlevolatton, 
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haps it is a good deal our own faulty that 
within some years> the manner of treating us 
has -been entirely altered. When the fine 
lady becomes a hoyden^ no wonder if tlie fine 
gentleman behaves to her like a clown* When 
people go out of their own proper character^ 
it B like what silly folks imagine about going 
out of the conjurer's circle: beyond those \i* 
mits you must expect no mercy. 

It would be endless to reckon up the various 
errors on each side of true politeness^ which 

form humourists and flatterers, characters of 

^ 

blunt or ceremonious impertinence. But that 
I may give as true a standard of the thing it« 
self, as I am capable of doing, I will conclude 
my paper with tlie character of Cynthio, from 
whose conversation and behaviour I have pos* 
sibly collected most of the hints which form it. 
Cynthio ^ has added to his natural sense 
a thorough knowledge of the world: by 






* In one of Mrs. Talbot's Letters to Mrs. Carter, sh« 
says that she believes the character of Cynthio to have 
been meant by her daughter for Dr. Gregory; but sh© 
adds, that in her opinion the charaoter flatters him vef jr 
much. Dr. Gregorys was a Canon of Chrkt-church/ and 
had married Lady Mary Grey, with all the branches of 
which family Mrs. and Miss Tcdbot were very intimately 
acquainted. It is probable that Miss Talbot was a better, 
judge of the minute and delicate circumstances on which 
true politeness so muoh depends^ dian her mother wag. 
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" which he has attained that masterly ease in 
*^ behaviour^ and that graceful carelessness 
" of ipanner, that no body, I know, possesses 
in so high a degree. You may §ee, that 
his politeness flows from something superior 
" to the little forms of custom, from a humane 
** and benevolent heart, directed by a judg- 
" ment, that always seizes what is just and 
proper ; and formed into such an habitual 
good breeding, that no forced attention 
even puts you in mind, at the time, that 
Cyntbio is taking pains to entertain you, 
though upon recollection you find him to 
" be, for that very reason, a man of the com- 
pleatest politeness. 

His conversation is always suited to the 
company he is in, yet so as never to depart 
" from the propriety of his own character. 
'^ As he is naturally indolent, he is generally 
" the least talkative of the set : but he makes 
up for this, by expressing more in a few 
Words, than the generality of people do in 
*^ a great many sentences. He is formed in- 
^^ deed for making conversation agreeable; 
since he has good nature, which makes him 
place every thing that can have a share in 
*^ it, !n the most favourable light that it is 
^^ capable of ; and a turn of humour, that can 
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put the most trifling subject in some amusing 
point of view. 

In a large company, Cynthio was never 
*^ known to engross the whole attention to 
" some one favourite subject, which could 
suit Hvith only a part of it; or to dictate, 
even in a small one. With a very quick 
discernment, to avoid speaking or thinking 
severely of the many faults and follies thi9 
world abounds witli, is a proof of an excel- 
lent temper too, which can be no way con- 
stantly supported, and made in its effects, 
'^ consistent with itself, but upon the basis of 
serious principles. 

This then is the support of Cynthio*s 
" character, and this it is, that regulates his 
^^ actions, even where his natural inclination 
*^ would direct him differently. Thus, when 
" the welfare of the public is concerned^ he 
can assume a strictness, that carries great 
awe with it, and a severity, that a iiaere 
constitutional good nature would be hurt 
by, though it answers the most valuable 
" ends of true humanitv. Thus his natund 
" indolence is allowed to show itself, only m 
^ things of trifling consequence, or such as 
" he thinks so, because they regard only 
^* himself: but whenever he has any opportu- 
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nity of serving a friend, or doing a wortliy 
*^ action, no body is so ready, so vigilant, so 
" active, so constant in the pursuit ; which is 
'^ seldom unsuccessful, because he has a use- 
*^ ful good sense, that directs him to the pro* 
*^ perest methods of proceeding. Upon such 
an occasion, not the longest journey, or 
most tedious solicitation, no appearance of 
'^ trouble or of danger can discourage him. 
Sincerity is so essential a part. of friend- 
ship, thai no one so perfect, in its other 
*^ branches, can be wanting in that. But 
*' how, you will say, can this be reconciled 
" with politeness ? How can that, whose ut* 
" most care is never to offend, ever venture 
upon telling a disagreeable truth? Why 
this is one of the wonders, which a good 
and a right intention, well directed, can 
perform: and Cynthio can even oblige 
people, by telling them very plainly of their 
'' faults." 

I perceive, I have wandered from my first 
intention, which was only to give a general 
sketch of this character, as influenced by that 
humanity, whose consequence is such a desire 
of pleasing, as is the source of politeness^ 
But before I have done with it, I must add 
this one distinguishing stroke, that though 

p2 
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many people may excel in separate good 
qualities and accomplishments^ more than 
Cynthio, yet I never saw them so equally pro- 
portioned^ or so agreeably blended as in him, 
to form that whole behaviour that makes him 
the fittest example for an Essay on this sub- 
ject. 



1 ' 



ESSAY III. 



On the Accommodation of the Temper to 

Circumstances. 

Let me be allowed to make a new word, 
and let that word be accommodahleness. 

The disposition of mind^ I mean by that 
word to express, is of such constant and uni- 
versal use, that it is certainly worth while to 
distinguish it by a name of its own. We 
English have not much of it in our nature, 
and therefore it is no wonder we have not an 
expression to suit it. It is such a flexibility 
of mind, as hinders the least struggle between 
reason and temper. It is the very height and 
perfection of good humour, shown as well in 
an instantaneous transition from mirth to 
seriousness, when that is best suited to the 
place and people, as it is in the liveliest flashes 
of gaiety. It is an art of sitting so loose from 
our own humours and designs, that the mere 
having expected, or intended, or wished a 
thing to be otherwise than it is, shall not, for 
9L moment, rulBBie our brows, or discompose 
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our thoughts. It is an art, for it requires 
time and pains to perfect it. 

All this is indeed Included in what has been 
said of pohteness, but it is worth dwelling 
upon in a new light. It is the means of 
making every trifling occurrence in life, of 
some use to us. For want of it, liking and 
luck are ever at cross purposes. To-day we 
are sad ; and then if we fall into a jovial comr 
pany, all their mirth seems displaced^ and but 
grates upon our fancy. To-morrow, we are 
as whimsically determined to be merry : and 
then, how unsuited is our temper, to the 
scenes of sad improvement, we so often meet 
with ! How unfit are we then to commiserate 
the wretched, or to draw just consideratioos 
from the melancholy side of life ! 

This body, by some accident or other, wo 
look upon i|> a light of prejudice : a foolish 
^tory told of thepi, or perhaps a disagreeably 
look, or a peculiar trick, makes us lose all the 
advantage, that ^nght be had, by attending 
to their more vi^luable qualifications: for 
every body has some. — Another we despisej 
iperely for our own ignorance of their worth* 
We look upon persons in a light of burlesquej 
froBa some ridiculous circumstance; whenji 
perhaps, their serious character has something 
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really good in it, that is quite past over. I 
have felt it myself often : and that makes me 
dwell upon the subject, for I think, one al- 
ways talks best from experience. 
^•I have read somewhere a Fairy story, in 
which a princess is described, born, under 
such a charm, that till she came to a certain 
age it was impossible she should ever enjoy 
any lasting satisfaction. The happiness of 
her ensiling life depended upon the observing 
this condition: and for that reason those 
Fairies, who had the care of her education, 
were most exact in their attention to it. Did 
she begin to take pleasure in any employment? 
It was immediately changed, and her appli- 
cation was called off to some new one. As 
soon as she had got over the difficulties of 
that, she was engaged in a third : and so on, 
year after year, till she was quite grown up. 
If any amusement was proposed, if she began 
to taste the least delight, in the splendour of 
a public show, or the gaiety of a rural land- 
scape, the scene was immediately shifted, and 
a dull solitude took the place of what had 
charmed her. 

Such is our situation in this world. lit 
such a case, all the poor princess had for it, 
was to shift her inclinations, as fast as the 
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Fairies could her amusements : and when she 
had learned to do tliis, I think indeed, one 
might answer for it, that the rest of her life 
could not fail to be happy. 

Our humours and dispositions are certainly 
as various, as the accidents that happen to 
exercise them ; but then, the misfortune is, 
that they are frequently misplaced^ I have 
often been in a humour for moralizing and 
improving, when my fancy had much more 
properly been filled with gay images of aq 
asseuibly : then, that idleness might not lose 
its due, how frequently have my thoughts 
wandered from a philosophical lecture, to a 
crowded park, nay spmetinies from a sermon, 
to a ball-room ? 

To continue always in the same turn of 
humour, be it ever so graceful on some ocean 
sions, is nothing better than dancing smoothly 
out of time. Some people have such aii eter^ 
nal simper upon their face, that they will tell 
you the most melancholy story, or express the 
most pathetic conqern, with a smile. Others 
have such an earnest attention, that they will 
listen to a gossip's tale with the gravity of ^ 
philosopher. 

All have some good qualities, something or 
pther, in their character or conversation, that 
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rightly attended to, we may be the better for. 
When in company with people of mere good 
humour, we should waken all the mirthful 
faculties of our mind, and take this time for 
unbending our more serious thoughts. We 
are not to consider whether one is of a proper 
rank, or another of an agreeable aspect, or 
whether we might not be better employed in. 
our closets, or better engaged in company 
elsewhere: but accommodate ourselves to the 
present situation, and make the best of it. 
Be the company ever so dull, they are human 
-creatures at least, capable of feeling pleasure, 
or uneasiness, in some degree, of -being ob- 
liged or disobliged : and therefore, if we are 
ever so dissatisfied ourselves, if we may con* 
tribute any way to the satisfaction of our 
stupid companions, good nature will find it 
no disagreeable employment, and it may well 
enough be put in the balance, against most of 
those, we are so angry to be interrupted in. 

Had I set my heart on such a favourite 
scheme? and am I disappointed? This is 
what children well educated can bear with 
great good humour, and are rewarded with 
$ugar-plums. Sliall people then, who have 
the i]se of reason, and the pleasure of reflec- 
tipn wpo« reasonable actions, be njiore childish 
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than they, and add one disagreeable thing to 
another^ by tying ill-humour to the heels of 
disappointment ? 

The mind, that is absolutely wedded to its 
own opinions, will cherish them to a degree 
of folly and obstinacy that would be incon- 
ceivable but for frequent instances : very frcr 
quent indeed in this country, which is reck* 
pned, I believe justly, to abound in humour^ 
ists, more than almost any nation of the ha- 
bitable globe. Whether this be one effect 
attending on the glorious stubbornness of the 
spirit of liberty, or whether we take some 
tincture from the November suUenness of the 
climate, I know not : but our want of aCf 
commodableness is very perceivable in the 
reception which our common people usually 
give to foreigners. Their language is ridii- 
culed, their manners observed with a haughty 
kind of contempt : all minds seem to sit aloof 
to them, as if they were enemies, encroachers, 
that have nothing to do amongst us, no right 
to give us trouble, or put us out of our way. 

If we would but learn to put ourselves a 
little in the place of others, we should soon 
learn, with pleasure, to suit ourselves to their 
disposition. But we are apt to imagine, that 
every body must see every thing, just in the 
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same light that it appears to us : if they do 
not, it is very strange, and they are no com- 
panions, for us. Thus, it seems monstrous, in 
a foreigner to speak our language oddly, when 
we are so perfectly acquainted with it our- 
selves. We are prodigiously inclined to think 
people impertinent, for asking questions about 
what we know very well ourselves : unless in- 
deed we happen to be in a humour of dicta- 
ting and instructing, and then it is a crime of 
the same nature, for people to know any thing 
before-hand, that we have a mind ,to tell them. 

Thus we forget our first opinions of places, 
things, and people, and wonder that others dq 
not, at first sight, perceive them, in the same 
light that we do, just at that time: though 
perhaps it is by dint of reflection, that we have 
placed them in it. It may however be speak- 
ing too generally to say we. I am sure I have 
often experienced this in myself. 

It was the distinguishing character of a poor 
idiot, whom I had once occasion to see a good 
deal of, that he had so little of this accomo- 
dableness, as to be quite outrageous, upon the 
least alteration, in any trifling circumstances, 
he had been used to observe. He exprest his 
anger, in one way indeed, and we express ours 
in another, or perhaps are wise enough to 
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keep most of it to ourselves : but there still 
remains enough to take off all the grace of 
what we do, or submit to, thus unwillingly, 
and the principle of folly, that makes us feel 
so strong a dislike, is the same in both : only 
this poor creature deserved pity, while in us, 
it is a matter of choice. 
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On Delicacy of Feeling. 

There is no one disposition of the human 
heart that affords such exquisite pleasure, or 
pain, as that which we call delicacy. It is 
the polish of the mind, soiled by the least 
breath, and affected by the slightest touclu 
A deficate turn of thought is, in some cases, 
extremely agreeable ; is the sign of a valuable 
mind, (for base metals are not capable of re- 
ceiving any great degree of polish) but will 
not go half so well, through the world, as that 
which is more plain, and rough* 

1 et, as there is something in this disposition 
peculiarly elegant and amiable, people are 
apt to encourage themselves in it, till from a 
grace, it becomes a weakness, and diffiises 
unhappiness to all around them, who must 
weigh with the exactest care all their words 
and actions : and it is extremely possible, that 
all their care may not be enough to prevent 
^ving some grievous offence, which they 
never meant, and which will express itself in 
perpetual smartnesses^ or an eternal flow of 



tears^ according as the constitution of the 
delicate person inclines to anger, or to melan-* 
choly. In the latter case it is more unhappy 
than in the former : for hasty anger is easily 
past off; but no body of good nature can bear 
to see a person affected, in, the most painful 
manner, by things so trifling, as they may bo 
guilty of, every moment, without knowing any 
thing of the matter. 

This consideration should make us ex- 
tremely careful in our behaviour, to those, 
amongst whom we live. Perhaps some little 
heedlessness of ours, may seem a most cruel 
slight to one, we never intend to grie\^e, and 
oppress a worthy mind with the most melan- 
choly dejection. A careless word, spoken 
quite at random, or merely by role, may give 
a delicate heart the most anxious distress : and 
those of us, who have the most prudence arid 
good nature, say and do an hundred things, 
in our way of talking, about characters we 
know little of, or behaving towards those, to 
whom we Httle attend, that have much ittore 
grievous consequences, than we are aware of* 

But then, on the other hand, we should, in 
ourselves, most strictly guard against all exw 
cess of this delicacy ; and though we cannoC 
help feeling things, in the quickest marineri 

4 
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for the moTDent^ we should arm our reason 
against our feeling, and not permit imagina- 
tion to indulge it, and nurse it up into a mi- 
sery : for misery if indulged, it will certainly 
occasion : since an excess of delicacy is the 
source of constant dissatisfaction, through too 
eager a pursuit of something eveiy way higher 
than is to be had. 

The person of delicate judgment sees every 
thing, as it were, with a microscopic eye : so 
that what would be a pleasing object, to a 
common spectator, is, to him, unsupportably 
coarse and disagreeable. The person of 
Hvely and delicate imagination disdains the 
common routine of comfort and satisfaction ; 
and seeks for happiness in an airy sphere not 
formed to give it: or pursues misery, through 
a wild and endless maze, which at every 
turning grows more inextricable. By thi? 
refined delicacy of sentiment, to put ourselves 
on so different a footing, from the rest of the 
world, that it is scarce possible, we should ever 
understand one another, is only vain vexation. 

In friendships especially, this excess of deli- 
cacy is ofken of fatal ill consequence. From 
bence spring suspicions and jealousies ; from 
hence arij^e doubts and disquiets that know 
no end^ unless it be^ that they often quite 
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weary out the patience of the persons, whom 
they are thus ^perpetually teazing for their 
affection. I have known instances of this 
kind, that are sufficient warnings against it. 

As for the affairs of common life, they can 
scarcely go on where every little nicety is to 
be turned into a matter of importance. I 
knew a family, good, agreeable, sensible, and 
fond of each other, to the highest degree : but 
where each was so delicate, and so tender of 
the delicacy of the rest, that they could never 
talk to one another, of any serious business^ 
but were forced to transact it all, by means of 
a third person, a man of plain sense, and a 
common friend to all. 

Poor Lucius ! How much constraint and 
real uneasiness does he suffer from the delicacy 
that proceeds from having a genius infinitely 
superior to most he meets with. By having a 
mind above the low enjoyments of this state 
of being, he is deprived of many hours of 
most innocent cheerfulness, . which other 
people are happy in. He has an understand- 
ing, so fitted for the deepest researches, and 
the sublimest speculations, that the common 
affairs and engagements of life seem vastly 
beneath him. He has a delicacy, in his turn 
of mind, that is shocked every day, by the less 

7 
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refined behaviour and conversation of the ge- 
nerality of mankind : and it must be a very 
chosen society indeed^ that he prefers to his 
beloved solitude. This disposition gives hin^ 
a reservedness^ that in another character^ 
might pass for pride^ as it makes him mix less 
fineely in those companies, that he is unavoid- 
ably engaged in. However it has certainly 
this ill consequence^ that it makes his virtues 
of less extensive influence, than they would 
be> if they were more generally known. He 
is naturally^ extremely grave, and perhaps 
with the assistance of reason and experience, 
which prove the insufficiency of any pleasures 
or attainments, in this life, to make us happy; 
this seriousness is heightened so as to give 
himself many a gloomy moment, though other 
people never feel the effect of it, by any ill hu- 
mour, or severity towards them. A turn of 
mind so superior to any of the common, 
occurrences, or amusements of life can seldom 
be much affected or enlivened by them: but 
as so excellent an understanding must have 
the truest taste for real wit, so no one has a 
more lively sense of all, that is peculiarly Just 
and delicate. Tlieap pleasures, however, are 
little compensations for the much more fre- 
4^uent di^usts, to which t^ same turn of miaid 
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renders him liable^. Happy^ thrice happf 
lire those humble people, whose sensations are 
iitted to tlie world they live in. 

Those pleasures^ which the imagination 
greatly heightens^ it will certainly make ib 
pay dear enough for : since the pain of parting 
with them, will be greatly increased, in foil 
proportion^ not to their value, but to our en- 
joyment. The world was intended to be just 
what it is ; and there is no likelihood of our 
succoeding in the iXHnaotic scheme of. raising 
it «bove what it is. To distract ourtelveji 
Willi a continual succession of eager hopes, 
and anxious fears9 is a folly destructive ta our 
iiature9 and to the very end of our being. We 
are formed for moderate sensalioiis either of 
pain or pleasure; to feel such d^rees of 
uuea$iuess only as we are very able to suppcNt: 
and to enjoy such a measure of happinas, as 
we may easily resign^ nay thankfully too» wlieii 
retigiou has opened the prospect to a brighter 
scene : to meet with many rubs and difficul- 
ties, w hich we must get over, or stumble over, 
as well as we can : to converse with cofeatures 

* Tkb ekuracler ^extreaie detincT and kq;k-wrragbt 
feii^ii^rsv so miCt fer &e en— nm parposo cf Ki^ my 
pnr^pft ranM tt» uafci «r da* «r FkctmoA is Ik 
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imperfect, like ourselves, and to bear with all 
their imperfections. It seems then, that the 
3nly way of passing through life, as we ought, 
is to place our minds in a state of as great 
tranquillity, as is consistent with pur not 
becoming stupid. 
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ESSAY V. 



On the Employment of Wealthi 

The advantages of frugality do not deserve 
|o be less considered than those of generosity : 
for where^ alas ! shall bounty find its necessary 
fund^ if thoughtless prodigality has squandered 
it away. When I hear of thousands^ and ten 
thousands^ spent by people,, who in the midst 
of immense riches reduce themselves to all the 
shifts and pinches of a narrow fortune, t 
know not how to recover my astonishment at 
the infatuation, that lead^ them to annihilate 
such treasures: for it may really be called 
annihilating them, when they are spent to no 
one good purpose, and leave no one honour* 
able memorial behind them. A fortune thm 
lavished away becomes the prey of the worth- 
less: and is like a quantity of gold dust dis- 
persed uselessly in the ain that might have 
been melted down, and^rmed into regal 
crowns, and monuments of glory. 

I think one now scarcely ever hears an inn 
mense fortune named, but somebody adds, 
with a shake of the head — It is vastly mn 
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mit — He is in very narrow circumstances — • 
They are in great straits. — Ask the occasion^ 
and you will find few instances of real gene- 
rosity, or public spirit, or even of a welU 
judged magnificence: but all has gone amongst 
voters, fiddlers, table companions, profuse 
servants, dishonest stewards, and a strange 
rabble of people, that are every one of them 
the worse for iU This is pitiable i and for 
this, and nothing else, a man of quality 
18 reduced to all the meannesses imaginable* 
He must be dependent: he must court the 
smiles of power : he must often be rapacious 
and dishonest. 

I remember a friend of mine had once an 
excellent conceit of a cave, at tlie upper end 
of which were two enchanted glasses, with 
curtains drawn before them, that were to be 
consulted every evening in order for the form* 
ing a judgment of the actions of the day. The 
first glass showed what they might have been, 
and what cflfects such and such opportunities 
ought to have produced, When the curtain 
was undrawn before the other, it showed, 
tout au naturel, what they had been. Were 
one to contemplate, in these glasses, on the 
spending one of those great estates, which 
reduce our fine people to such difiipultieSji 
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what a coup d'oeil the first would present ! A 
wide track of country adorned and improved; 
a thousand honest families flourisTiing on their 
well cultivated farms : I cannot tell whether 
one should not see a church or two, rising in 
a plain* sort of majesty amidst tlie landscape/ 
Tn another part of it, would appear manufac* 
lures encouraged, poverty relieved, and mul- 
titudes of people praying for the welfare of the 
happy master. His tradesmen, his domestics, 
every body that had any connection wilh him, 
would appear with a chearful and a grateilil 
air. They, in their turns, would dispense 
good and happiness to all, with whom tlrey 
had any concern. At the family seat, would 
be seen an unassuming grandeur, and an 
honest hospitality, free from prof useness and 
intemperance : one may say as of Hamlet's 
two pictures, 

Such sheald b« greatness :— •Now behold ^at 

follows ; 
For here is fortune, like a mildew'd ear, ' 
Blasting each wholesome grain — ^— 

In the true historical glass, what may we 
see ? Perhaps a pack of hounds, a cellar, an 
election. Perhaps a gaming-table, with all 
those hellish faces that surround it* An artful 
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director perhaps, and an indolent pupil. Opit 
pression gripes every poor wretch within its 
grasp^ and these again oppress their own 
inferiors and dependents: all look hopeless 
and joyless : and every look seems to conceal 
a aoeret murmur. On the fore-ground perhaps 
there stands a magnificent palace, in the 
Kalian taste: innumerable temples, obelisks, 
aod statues rise among the woods: and never 
weve' Flora and Pomona, Venus and Diana, 
wi^ ail tlie train of fabulous divinities more 
asfpeiieively honoured in Greece and Romey 
thaD in tliese fairy scenes *• The Church in 
the mefin time stands, with a wooden tower ; 
the fields are poorly cultivated, the neighbour* 
hotfd discontented, and ever upon the catch 
to find all possible faults in those proud great 
ones^ with whom they have no cheerful friendly 
intercourse. Fine cloathes, and costly jewels 
glitter, perhaps, in some part of the glass : but 
how can they adorn faces grown wan with 

* It might almost be supposed that Miss Talbot wasi 
here giving a real description of the beautifbr leat of the 
late Lord 1^ De Spencer, at West Wycombe ; but tiilcit a 
handflome new charch there is placed oh ahill, as an oBjeci 
from the house. The indignant question of Horace there** 
lore does not apply to this case ; 

-: i Quare 

Teinpla munt atitic^^iia Deum? 
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inward care: or give gracefulness to tliose, 
who must always have Ihe humbled air of 
inferiority, when they happen to meet the 
eye of their unpaid tradesmen, whose families^ 
are starving upon their account P 

The man of thoughtless good nature, wiio 
lavishes his money to a hundred poor devils, 
(as is the genteel phrase to call those, tliat have 
run themselves into misery from mere worth* 
lessnegs} I say, when wretches, that deserved 
Mily punishment and ignominy, have drained 
this generous^sieve of all he had to bestow, to 
what grief he is exposed, when he meets with 
an object of real distress, one that has, perliaps, 
been ruined through his means, and is forced 
to say with the fine gentleman, in Beaumont 
tod Fletcher, 

** I wai^ted whence to give it, yet his eyes 
Spoke for him ! Tbese I could have satisfied 
With some unfruitful sorrow*^ 

Would it not be quite worth while for any 
body to avoid such uneasinesses as tbese, when 
it can be done merely by a little thought^ and 
a little order? Methinks an exactness of 
method, and a frequent review of our afikira 
would make every thing perfectly easy. Might 
it not be possible for a man of forUiue to 

4 
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drvide his estate into several imaginary 
parcels? And, Appropriating each to its 
particular purpose, spend it, within those 
bounds, as freely, and with an air as open, as 
the thoughtless prodigal : and yet be sure, by 
tills means, never to run out, and never to 
bestow upon any one article more than it 
deserved. 

I will suppose myself at this present pes* 
aesHed of ten thousand a year : nor will the 
supposition make me at all vain, gentle reader^ 
«tnce it implies but the being a steward * to 
other people, and a slave to propriety. Oh it 
is ten times the more indolent thing to have 
but a little, and yet the same kind of manage* 
nuent is required in alL Well : but what 
shall I do with this estate of mine? First of all 
I buy me a large and popipous account bookt 
Then I consider how much must necessarily 
4>e employed in mere living: and I write 
down the sum total^ on the first page. This 
is afterwards subdivided into its proper distinct 
articles : and each of them has a page allotted 
to itself. And here it must be observed^ that 

* If the possession of wealth was indeed considered ia 
this light, the owners of it might perhaps sometimes recoU 
lect that their hooks must at last be examined, — dwt an 
account of thy stewardship, ^c. lAike xvi. 2* 
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there are innumerable proprieties of appear- 
ance^ as indispensably necessary to the rich 
man, as bare food and cloathing to the poor. 
The other pages of the book must each have 
their title at top, as thus : Charities 1000/. — 
For the Service of my friends^ and of the 
Pvhlic, 1000/. — For proper ImprovemetUa qf 
my Hotises, Gardens^, Estatesy lOOOZ. and so 
on. I doubt whether knick-knacks, cabindts, 
(» any immoderate expences, m jewels, plate^; 
or pictures *, would find a place in such a lirt 
as this. 

It would surely be easy, by irefjnentfy' 
comparing the daily articles of expence under 
each head, with the determination marked at 
top, to keep every one within bounds, arid to? 
irijoy what is in our own power, without, m 
Ihe lea^t, pining after what is not : For that 
we may read the precepts of the stoics : and 
for the other, let us consider, a little, those 
instances, we may see all around us, of good 

* It should b^ observeel that it is not the purchase of 
tfae&e articles that is here censured^ but immoderate ex- 
pence incurred in them. For if it be proper that the arts 
should be encouraged at all, it must be by the liberality of 
the opulent ; but it by no means follows that they should 
so distress themselves for that purpose, as to have nothing 
left for more essential and necessary pfondits. 
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characters disgraced by an ill-judged saving- 
ness in some insignificant particulars^ and by 
a want of ease and propriety, in trifling ex- 
pences. 

If people have any esteem for frugality, 
they should try to do it honour by showing, 
that it is not inconsistent with a becoming and 
a generous spirit. I have heard very many 
people accused of covetousness, and generally 
hated, under that odious character, who per* 
baps had no principle of that kind, and who 
threw away, often, as much upon foolish ex-* 
pences, that had not struck them in the saving 
view, as they pinched out of others, which 
made them look paltry and mean in the eyes 
of the world. Few people, I believe, are 
heartily covetous tliroughout : and this makes 
it $Q easy for them to flatter tliemselves, that 
they are not tainted at all with a vice, tlie 
very notion of which would affront them : and 
for those in the other extreme, they too deceive 
theselves in the same sort. Whence comes 
the old proverb. 

Penny wise and Pound foolish. 
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On th^ Importance of Riche9. 

There ore a great many things, that sound 
mighty well in the declamatory way, aod yet 
have no sort of truth or justness, in them« 
The equality between poverty and riches, of 
rather, the superior advantages of tlie former, 
is a pretty philosophical paradox, that I could 
never comprehend. I will grant very rep-dily^ 
that the short sleeps of a labouring man, arj$ 
full as sweet and wholesome as the slumbers 
indulged upon down beds, and' imder gilded 
roofs. I will readily confess, that let people 
have never so many apartments, they can be 
but in one at a time : and in a word, that the 
luxury and pageantry, that riches bring with 
them, is despicable, and infinitely less eligible^ 
than the simplicity of plainer life. It must be 
owned too, that greatness and fortune, place 
people in the midst of innumerable difficulties; 
and that they are severely accountable for all 
those advantages, they neglec| to improve^ 
But SQ, indeed^ a man is a more ^ccouut^b]* 
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preature than a hog: and yet none but a 
Oryllus, I believe^ would prefer the situation 
of the latter. 

I do not say^ that people should upon all 
occasions, put themselves forward, and aspire 
to those dangerous heights, which perhaps^ 
they were never formed to ascend. The fable 
of Phaeton would be much more instructive 
than such a lesson as this : but I would say^ 
and say it loudly, to all, whom heaven has 
placed already in the midst of riches and ho- 
nours, that they possess the higliest privilege,^ 
and ought to exert themselves accordingly. 
These people have advantages of improving 
their being to the noblest purposes : and with 
the same degree. of pains and application, that 
furnishes the poor artificer a daily provision 
for himself, and his family, they may become 
a kind of beneficent angels to their fellows- 
creatures, and enjoy themselves, a happiness 
superior to all pleasure. 
' It is a pretty thought of Seneca, that as a 
merchant, whose goods are considerable, is 
more sensible of the blessing of a fair wind, 
and a safe passage, thati he that has only bal- 
last, or some coarse commodity in the vessel : 
80 life is differently enjoyed by men, according 
W the different freight gf their minds. Those 
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of in^igenl fortunes are generally obliged to 
hav« tl^eir'stoo much filled, with an attention 
to provide the low necessaries of life. Indeed 
riches arui greatness are as strong nn obstacle 
as the other^ to spending life in theory and 
speculation : but it is, however nobler, and a 
more delightful task^ to provide for the general 
good of multitudes, tlian for the subsistence 
pf as few individuals. I speak of what riches 
might be : God knows, not of what tliey are; 

Tlie rich, the great, who act an insignifi-^ 
cant part in life, are the most despicable 
wretches ot the whole creation : while the 
poor, the mean, the despised part of mankind, 
who hve up to the height of their capacity 
and opportunities, are noble, venerable, and 
happy. 

Is it not amazing, that creatures so fond of 
pre-eminence and distinction, so biassed by 
interest, so dazzled by fortune, as all the race 
of men are, should so blindly trample under 
foot the only true advantages of fortune ? The 
only pre-eminence, the only honour, the high* 
est joy, the brightest lustre, that all those gay 
thin^ they pursue, could bestow upon them? 
Where is the beauty to be found, that will 
choose to waste her youth where no^3re can 
behold her? Where is the man of wit that 
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will sit down contented with his own admira- 
tion^ and lock up liis papers in a chest for his 
own private reading ? Yet tlie covetous mafi, 
as far as in him lies^ conceals the advantage 
he is fondest of^ and puts himself^ as much as 
possible, upon a level %vith that poverty he 
despises. Good Heaven ! that people should 
not rather choose to lay hold on every honest 
means, that can raise them into a kind of 
superior being. Who would not go through 
toil, and pain, and danger, to attain so glo- 
rious a pre-eminence, an honour beyond the 
Olympic crown of old. And yet it is but at 
the expence of a little openness of heart, a 
little thought and contrivance, a little honest 
generous industry in bestowing properly, that 
a man of rank and fortune may shine out like 
the sun, and see a gay world flourishing under 
his cheerful influence. 

All these thing-s have been said a hundred 
times. The miser has been painted in all his 
unamiable colours : and the prodigal has had 
his lecture too. But still, methinks, there is 
a great deal wanting, and I do not know how 
to express it. The indolent, the thoughtless 
people of fortune, want to be put in mind 
of their own importance. Some are so lazy, 
some so careless, and some even so humble. 
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that they never once tliink of themselves ad 
having any place to fill, or any duty to per* 
fonn> beyond the immediate calls of domestic 
life. Alas virhat a mistake is this ! and what 
noble opportunities do they neglect ! 

But what must people do? They must 
awaken in their minds that principle of acti* 
vity and industry which is the-source of every 
thing excellent and praise-worthy^ they should 
exert themselves in every way, improve every 
occasion, employ every moment. Let the 
great survey the whole scene, the whole 
sphere of their influence, as the master-farmer, 
from a rising-ground, overlooks the whole of 
his estate. The labouring hinds indeed are 
confined to a spot : they have their daily task 
ap{K>inted, and when that is done, may lay 
them down to sleep without a further care. 
But the master must wake, must consider and 
deliberate. This spot of ground wants better 
cultivation : that must be laid out to more ad- 
vantage : a shade would be becoming here : 
jn yonder place I mean to lead the little ri- 
vulet, that wanders near it, to refresh those 
parched meadows. Those husbandmen should 
be encouraged: these should be rewarded. — 
A word, a look, a gesture from a superior, is 
of importance. Thus might the rich^ the 
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greats the powerful, consider in like manner. 
This part of my fortune will be nobly em- 
ployed in relieving the miserable : that, in 
works of public generosity: so much in 
procuring the agreeable ornaments of life : 
in this manner I may encourage the elegant 
arts : by this way I may set off my own 
*^ character to the best advantage: and by 
^* making myself beloved and respected, I 
shall consequently gain an honest influence 
over such as may be bettered by my good 
example : my advice, my approbation will 
*^ be useful in such a case : in this I may do 
" honour to my country : in thaV'-AJip and 
employ yourselves, you who are lolling in 
easy chairs^ amusing away your lives over 
French novels, wasting your time in fruitless 
theory, or your fortunes in riotous excesses. 
Remember, you have an important part to 
act. It is in your own choice whether you 
will be, the figure in the tapestry, the ani- 
mated chair* or flower-pot, or the hero that 
draws the whole attention of the theatre, and 
goes off with a general plaudit. 

♦ See Spectator, No. 22^ 
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On IMerary Composition. 

Without at all pretending to criticism^ it 
is almost impossible to read a variety of books, 
and not form some reflections on the variety of 
style in which they are writ. One of the first 
and most obvious^ to me, is, that the plainest 
and least ornamented style is ever the most 
agreeable to that general taste, which is cer- 
tainly the best rule, by which an author can 
form himself. Particular ornaments will not 
more please some fancies, than they will fjis- 
please others. The flowery epitheted way of 
writing wearies the imagination, by presenting 
it with a multitude of wrong objects, in way 
of simile and illustration, before jit has half 
informed the understanding, of what was its 
main purpose. 

The human mind has so long a joqrney to 
take, in search of knowledge, that it grows 
peevish at being led out of the way, every 
minute, to look at prospects, or gather daisies. 
The original use of epithets was to paint ideas 

5 
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stronger upon the mind^ by a complication of 
little circumstances : but, I know not how, of 
late, they are grown into a sort of unintelligi- 
ble language, that signifies notliing more to 
the slightly attentive reader, than, that the 
author has a mind to be poetical ; like those 
Indian alphabets, which first were the plain 
representation of sensible objects, from thence 
grew into hieroglyphics, and last of all into a 
mere cypher* 

The common sort of metaphorical epithets 
is very disagreeable. When we would in- 
dulge our fancies with the idea of a cool limpid 
running stream, to have a piece of crystal 
thrown across one*s way is quite provoking* 
I remember two lines, in a very good poem^ 
that offended me, 

and strew 



Her silver tresses^ in the crystal tidef. 

Would not the image be more natural, and 
make less clatter in one's head, thus : 

——and strew 
Her hoary lock, wide floating o'er the stream. 

Odd and Jewels do not become the muse 
herself, half so well, as an elegant simplicity. 
But elegant it must be, and noble, or else the 
style of writing degenerates into mere chit-chat 

h2 
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conversation. Nor should a writer think it 
any restraint^ that he is obliged to attend to 
the minutest strictness of grammar: since 
whatever serves to make his composition most 
clear and intelligible, contributes to the giving 
it the greatest beauty it can possibly have. 
For this reason, too long sentences, and the 
intricacies of parentheses ought, by ail means 
to be avoided, however the sun-like genius of 
some authors, may have gilded those clouds 
into beauty. 

This one rule of perspicuity will hold good, 
for all sorts of people, from those of mere 
business, to those of absolute speculation. 
The next is, that writers put no constraint 
upon their natural turn of mind, which will 
always give a truer spirit than is within the 
reach of any art. Yet often from an admira- 
' tion of that in others, which is utterly unsuit- 
able to themselves, they put on a character in 
writing, that is mighty difficult to support 
throughout. The affectation of wit and 
humour leads into that low burlesque, which 
is, of all dulness, the most disagreeable. 
Unable to reach the true sublime, they are 
willing to bring it down to their own pitch. 
Hence spring such multitudes of travesties, 
parodies, and such like perversions of passages 
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really fine : when, if they can but present you 
with low, and often dirty images, instead of 
such as are noble and beautiful, yet in such a 
manner, as strongly to put you in mind of the 
difference, all the way, they are greatly con- 
ceited of their own ingenuity. Where any 
of these have real humour in them, it must 
arise from some particular occasion ; and is by 
110 means inherent in that kind of composi- 
tion *. 

But while little wits think, that lowering 
and debasing the sublime, is being witty, 
those^ who with an exalted genius, have a 
sportive liveliness of temper, can find means 
of ennobling their easiest and lightest compo- 
sitions. Of all people Mr. Prior has succeeded 
the best, in this way, if he had not^ now and 
then, allowed his pen too much licence for tlie 
demureness of the muse. As Homer's dreams 
were Ihe dreams of Jupiter, so Prior's gaieties 
are the sportings of Apollo : and where he in- 

* Sach also was the opinion of her friend Mrs. Carter, 
who had so great a dislike to parodies and travesties that 
she could rarely be persuaded to read them, and when she 
did received no amusement from them. She used to say 
that they shewed a squint or perversion of mind in the 
author, which hindered him from seeing the beautiful or 
sublime in its true colours. 
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troduces his fabled deities^ in a mirthfiil scene^ 
it is not by depressing them to the level of 
merry mortals, but by employing (to use' the 
phrase of an excellent modern author) " a 
** new species of the sublime that has, hitherto, 
*^ received no name.'* 

There is a celebrated passage in Longinus, 
in which he prefers, upon the whole, a mix- 
ture of striking faults and beauties, to the flat 
correctness of an uncensurable, laboured au- 
thor. One of the books which, to those, who 
for want of translations can know little of. 
Isocrates and Demosthenes, has most convin« 
cingly proved the justness of this determina- 
tion, is Dr. Barrow's Sermons, who seems 
most exactly to answer what Longinus says 
of the irrei^stible Greek orator. His ex- 
pressions are frequently singular, and though 
crouded together, are so poured out from the 
abundance of one of the best hearts, that the 
finest turned periods are insipid in comparison. 
His genius too, whatever were the littlenesses 
of language, in those days, was certainly 
poetical and noble: and his imagination so 
warmed and delighted with the fairest view 
of every thing in the scheme of Providence, 
that religion wears, through every page of 
his, its proper grace. 
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On Prior' 6 Hemy <md Emma, 

. To enltveu an airmg^ the other mopning, 
Pf MP's Henry, abd Emma was read aloud to the 
compasiy : ktd the difierenf sentitn^Dts they 
exprest upon it, determined mey to put down 
my own Upon paper, as that Poem has always 
been a favourite with me, and yet Wants, I 
think,, a good deal of explanation^ and ex- 
cuse. 

The fiale is introduced, in a way so niuch 
m&re interesting, than one ccAiQinonly meets 
wither in pastoral dialogues; with circumstances 
of such tenderness and delicacy^ and images 
eo sndiKng and engaging, that one is concerned^ 
befere hk characters have i^id a word, to have 
them keep up to the ideas, which partial ima- 
gination has formed of each. That of Emma 
ffi distinguished by something so peculiarly 
mild andafieetionate^ that if we do not attend 
to this, as her chief characteristic, we shall 
be apt to be surprised at many of her most 
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beautiful sentiments^ as too different from the 
common ways of thinking on such occasions. 
Emma susceptible of soft impressions^ be- 
yond what were to be wished in a character, 
where it set up for a general pattern^ her 
soul entirely turned to those tender attach- 
ments^ that are not inconsistent with strict 
virtue, had long been wooed with every irre- 
sistible art by an accomplished youth, whose 
virtues and excellencies could not but discover 
themselves in such a space of time, on a 
thousand occasions. By the characters given 
on each side, their passions seems to have 
been grounded on a just esteem: and the 
known truth, and goodness of Henry, had 
produced in her mind, such an unlimited con- 
fidence, that it was impossible she could sus- 
pect hiitt of any crime. To try her constancy, 
he accuses himself, in the harshest terms, as a 
murderer : but it was easy for Emma's heart 
to furnish him with sufficient excuses. The 
wild unsettled state of the island, in those 
€arly times, torn by so many, and so fierce 
factions, involyed the young and brave, in 
perpetual bloodshed. What was called valour 
in one party, would, in the other, be branded 
as murden In tliose days, the vast forests 
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were filled with generous ouUaws; and the 
brave mixt with the vile, from a likeness of 
fortune, not of crimes *. 

I have dwelt upon this, because, at first 
reading, it offended me to imagine, that Emma 
should be so unmoved with a supposition of 
her lover's guilt, and continue her affection, . 
when she must have lost her esteem. That 
point, I think, is now cleared up : but I am 
extremely sorry, that to prevent all scandal. 
Prior did not alter a few lines, in the answer 
she makes him, to his open declaration of 
inconstancy. In spite of all prejudice, there 
is certainly a want of all spirit and delicacy in 
it. If what he told her was fact, he could not 
be faultless, nor could her affection continue 
to be innocent. The same mild benevolence 
to her rival, might surely have been exprest 
without the extravagance of desiring to attend 

* An ingenious conjecture of Dr. Whitaker, that Henry 
Clifford, first Earl of Cumberland, was the hero of ^' the 
'^ Nut-brown Maid," cannot be supported, because that 
ballad was printed in 1502, when Henry Clifford was only 
nine years of age. There is however some reason to sup- 
pose that his father Henry, Lord Clifford, might be the 
Poet's Henry. For this curious and interesting enquiry, 
see Censura lateraria, Vol. VII. Article XX. 
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them as a servant Permit me to insert the 
alteration here. 






€ro then, while I, in hopeless absence prove 
By what I shall endure, how much I love." 
This potent beaaty, this triumphant fair. 
This happy object of our different care. 
Her shall my thoughts, thro' various Kfe attend. 
With all the kindness of the fondest frigid : 
Lov'd for thy sake, howe'er her haughty soom 
May triumph o'er me as a thing forlorn ; 
For her my warmest wishes shall be made. 
And Heav'n implor'd for blessings on her head. 
O may she never feel a pain^ like mine ! 
' Never— for then a double guilt were thine. 
Here must I stay : like thought,, were actions free 
No wrongs, no hardships should divorce from thee 
Thy Emma,— -not a rival's company. 
But wandering thoughts, and anxious ce»res are new 
AH that a rigid virtue will allow. 

Go happy then, forget the wretch you leave. 
Nor for a woman's weakness vainly grieve. 
Thy fate decreed thee false : the same decree 
Entail'd a hopeless constancy on me. 

The few following lines, in the same speech 
are so easily adapted to these, that the change 
in them is not wortlx mentioning^ 

There is something infinitely beautiful ia 
all the tender passages of this Poet He has 
the art of representing all the softness of the 
passion, without any of its madness. Other 
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writers raise their expressions^ with such 
hyperboles, as are a profanation of much 
nobler sentiments. Metbinks soilness and 
tenderness are the only characteristics of a 
mortal love. The strains of adoration ill 
become Anacreon's lyre :. arid are ill addrest 
to human imperfection. Those imagined 
everlasting attachments, that rebel against 
mortality ; those infinite ideas, that grasp at 
all excellence, in one finite object, are fatal 
absurdities, that have both tlieir guilt and 
punishment. 

This kind of sentiment is quite unnecessary: 
we may survey those we love, surrounded with 
all the frailties and imperfections of human 
nature, and yet be partial to these imper- 
fections, as we are to our own. Pity does but 
endear the tender tie, where it is not incom- 
patible with esteem. The pleasures of giving 
and receiving, from the dear object of affection, 
mutual protection, comfort and relief, are the 
joys that we are formed most sensible of, as 
such a disposition was, in our present situation^ 
most necessary for the preservation, and 
happiness of society. 

The expressions of this kind of sentiment 
are, on the ether hand, as offensively misused, 
when applied to sacred subjects^ as they 
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too often are by the soft enthusiasm of consti- 
tutional Pietists *. Of human love, kindness, 
compassion, mutual care, mutual assistance, 
mutual forgiveness of a thousand little ble- 
mishes and errors, are necessary ingredients, 
have their merit, and their reward. All that 
refined caprice, that shows its kindness, like 
Alicia in Jane Shore. 

'' In everlasting waiUngs, and complainings," 

is as contrary to this system, as it is to the 
happiness of whoever is honoured by its perse- 
cution : and proceeds from a failure, in point 
of confidence, which when once the honour 
of a character, justly esteemed worthy, is 
seriously engaged, should remain unshaken as 
a rock. This is prettily exprest, by Prior's 
Celia, 

Reading thy verse, who heeds, said I, 

If here, or there, hisglances flew, 
O free for ever be his eye. 

Whose heart to me is ever true. 

Another great, as great a contradiction to 
the amiable kind of temper, that Prior de 

* Surely this opinion ought to have much weight, when 
proceeding from a writer of such uniform and acknow- 
ledged piety : and they who talk of loving their Saviour, 
in such terms as they would use concerning their fellow^ 
creatures^ would do well to consider it. 
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scribes, is that violent detestation upon even 
just cause of offence, which so much too often 
verifies the poet's expression. 

Heaven has no curse, like love to hatred turned. 
Nor hell a fury, like a woman scorn'd. 

The hatred of anger can justly proceed only 
from injury Real, premeditated injury can 
proceed from no such character, as could ever 
be the object of a well-placed love : and there- 
fore, in this last, the injury retaliates on a per- 
son's own mistaken choice: who has there- 
fore no more reason to be ia,ngry with the 
other, for not acting up to an ideal perfection, 
•than to be displeased at any other instance of 
wrong behaviour in those, who never were 
the objects of any just partiality. 

But if the character be mixt, faulty indeed, 
but not totally bad, pity methinks should gladly 
take hold on the occasion, and banish, at 
once, all bitterness of resentment. Religion 
itself forbids the spirit of uncharitable anger 
and revenge. When there has ever been a 
real affection*, it can never, I fancy, be so, 

*' If Miss Talbot be rights this may be the proof of the 
teality of the affection ; but it is a proof which cannot be 
given, till the affection has been shewn to bejmisplaced by 
the il^ory suffered. 
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rooted out, as to give place to those hateful 
emotions. 

Whoever then yield up their minds to these 
excesses, must confess their former partiality 
to have been founded merely in pride, vanity, 
and selfishness : for kindness and benevolence 
will never cease to exist, whilst their objects 
remain, in any degree unchanged. If those 
objects were only our dear selves, every dis- 
appointment of our pride, interest, and vanity, 
will wound us to the heart. But if our 
thoughts had a more generous aim, if the 
happiness of one dearer than ourselves, was 
the centre of our wishes, we shall joyftflly 
acquiesce in any means, by which that happi- 
ness may be attained, laying ourselves entirely 
out of the case : and should the injury to us, 
be ever so grievous, we shall only wish for 
them, with the same diisnterested ardour, 
Ari^tides did for the Athenians, who had 
banished him, that the time may never conue, 
when they shall repent it *. 

* It may perhaps admit of a donbt whether such perfeo-' 
lion of disinterested attachment be ever really felt^ and still 
subsist after the oircamstancea th^t caose^l it baye oeased 
to exist. Possibly the feeling in Aristides' hearty very 
oontrarj* to his words^ might be the hope that a time would 
come when the Athenians should repent of ^mv conduct. 
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On the Separation of Friends by Death. 

I KNOW nothing more common^ and almost 
vnavoidable, than the disposition of censuring 
those manners and inclinations in others^ 
which we are sensible would, in our own 
temperSi be faulty, or which lie cross to the 
bent of our natural humours. Yet I am per- 
siu^ed, in many of these instances, were we 
to make but common allowances for the 
4ifference of constitution, of situation, of know- 
ledge, and of perception, we should find, ac- 
cording to a good-natured French saying, 
that tmft U monde a raiaon. 

That tenderness, which we feel for a true 
fii^ei)d^ 19, in some minds, so insepambly 
blepded with every idea, that the dearer half 
pf every enjoyment is liable to be torn away 
at once, and the stroke of a moment shall 
casif its gloom over the longest years of life. 
Kindness ^nd gratitude, the very laws of con- 
stancy, and the frame of human nature, seem 
to exact of us this melancholy return, for all 
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that refined and superior happiness^ which in 
such an union, we have enjoyed. 

I cannot help imagining, however, that 
there may be a good deal of reason on the 
contrary side : and as one never is so sensible 
of the force of reason, as when it is heightened 
by the eloquence of some present feeling; so 
this came most strongly into my head, during 
some solitary hours of illness, that very lately 
put me in mind of such an eternal separation 
from my friends. The enjoyments of life are 
what, I believe, all persons of serious thought, 
would easily resign for themselves, when they 
are sure, at the same time, to be freed from its 
disquiets. But, to think that we may carry 
away with us, into the grave, all the joy and 
satisfaction of those, to whom we ever wish the 
most ; and leave them behind us, in a world 
where every support is wanting, entirely desti- 
tute of any (of any such, I mean, as the ordinary 
methods of Providence have appointed) is the 
only reflection, which, at such a moment, can 
disturb the composure of an innocent and 
religious mind. 

I do not know how far the pride of giving 
pain may extend, in some people, btit for 
myself I protest, that as earnestly as I wish to 
be remembered with a kind esteem, I could 
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not bear the thought of that remembrance 
being a painful one. For this reason^ I was 
summoning up^ in my mind^ all that might 
lie aliedged^ for what I used to call lightness 
of temper^ and found it much more^ than I 
had imagined. 

Indeed^ if the persons we lament, were 
truly dear to us, we ought for their sakes, to 
restrain that immoderate sorrow, which, if 
they could behold it, we are sure, that it 
would be with the utmost concern. This, 
however, is an argument, that will by no 
means hold, in all cases : but Ihere are others 
more general. I will not argue that so short 
a life, as ours, seems to contradict the idea of 
eternal attacimients : because I cannot help 
flattering myself that they may be continued, 
and improved througli every state of being *• 
But tbat they ought to be so moderated, as to 
contradict no purpose of the state, we are at 
present placed in, is a truth, that will scarcely 
be denied. The inferiority of our station, the 
frailty and imperfection of our nature, make 
submission to unerring wisdom, one of our 
first duties : and how do we set ourselves up, 

* Mrs. Carter 8eem$ to have been pf the same opinion. 
-^See the Memoirs of her Life, First Edition, page 478% 

I 
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in opposition to it, when upon withdrawing 
any tone blessing, however kindly to us. We 
Stubbornly determine to shut our minds 
against every other, which it indulgently con- 
tinues ! 

Yet after all these considerations, the cha- 
racters of Arachne and Maria still surpass 
nie> though they no longer give me the disgust 
Ihey used to do. To hear them talk, with 
th6 greatest good nature of any present object 
of compassroA, otherwise ever so indifferent 
to them : to see how really they are aflected 
by every little instance of kindness, and hoW 
happy they are in every trifling amusement, 
one would imagine them extremely susceptible 
of impressibns. But then, in the mid^t of a 
gay conversation, to hear thfem run over, 
witlrout the least emotion, a long list of xAitee 
intimate friends, and then go on a^ eai^estly 
kboiit trifles, as if such people had never been-. 
■^It is impossible not to 'wonder at their happy 
cohstitutiohs, and eternal flow of spirits. 
When 1 tetl you, I really esteem these woniten, 
shall I be reckoned severe, if I say they are 
ingetiious, without parts, and good humoured, 
without sentiments ? 

Theageftgs is scarcely less happy, in his 
frame of mind, buT; more so, in his strength 
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.of reason. His gefnius is tlie most extensive^ 
tiis imagination the most flowery that c^ be: 
and these supply perpetual employments ibr 
Ills mind, diverting it from too deep an atten- 
tion to melancholy sut^eets. His temper is 
really generous and benevolent: this makes 
him interested in every body's welfare, that 
comes within his reach : and such an activity 
of mind is the surest food of cheerfulness. As 
some people are peculiarly turned to amuse 
themselves with the oddnesses and deformities 
of natures, Theagenes has an eye for its 
beauties only. His speculations wander over 
the great objects of the universe, and find 
something curious, in the detail even of me- 
chanic arts. In characters, he often errs on 
the favourable side ; and by this means, some- 
times loses too much, the distinction of different 
kinds of merit, and subjects himself to a 
friendly laugh. As he looks upon the world 
with a philosophic, and a grateful eye, he 
can find something endearing, in whatever 
part of it he is placed; like a strong plant 
that will take root and flourish, in every soil. 
When one set of acquaintance is swept away, 
by time, bis social temper unites itself with 
the next, lie falls into ; and is to be considered 

i3 
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in this view, like a drop of water, which, 
though separated from its native stream, yet 
naturally blends with any other mass of the 
same element, while disunited it would lose 
its use, and its very being. 
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ESSAY X. 



On SeJf-Ijove. 

It is a reigning maxim^ through all the 
works of Epictetus *, that every body may be 
happy if Ihey please : and the desire of being 
happy, is but in other words, the definition of 
such a virtuous and reasonable self-love, as 
was originally implanted in us, by the Author 
of our nature, for innumerable wise and 
gracious purposes. No part of our consti- 
tution was given us, without important reason: 
and therefore it were folly to suppose this of 
so essential a one as self-love : but how often 
it errs, in its aim, and in its degree, there 
needs no iftstance to prove ; nor that when it 
does so, it is of all other principles the most 
mischievous, as it is ever the most active. 

Violent declamations, either for, or against 
any thing of the great frame of nature, serve 

* This Essay therefore must have been written after 
the year 1752^ in which Mrs. Carter finished her transla- 
tion of the works of that Philosopher^ which she sent to 
her friend in manuscript.— See her Memoirs, p. 119> 
Ist edition. 
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but to shew an injudicious eloquence, whicFi 
by proving too thucfe, in effect proves abso- 
lutely nothing. Even passion may be im- 
proved into merit*: and virtues themselves 
may deviate into blameable errors. Unbiassed 
reason, if such a thing tliere be, in this mixt 
state of human nature^ surveys both sides at 
€mce> and teaches us to moderate our bpiiiionSi 
to dmw the proper advanta^s, from evejry 
circumstance, and carefully to guard against 
all its dangers. 

The same principle of self-love, that adds 
new fire and strength to every passion> when 
the loose reign is given up to fancy, at other 
times checks our imlulgence of those passions^ 
and pursuits^ by making us reflect on the 
danger, and pain, that attends them. The 
same tie^ tliat so closely binds us down to our 
own interest, makes us sympathize, iu the 
fortunes of our fellow-oreatures. By sdf4ove 

♦ In passioA HatM, labstraoteaiy coiKsid^e4, ib nether 
merit nor demerit. It is either the reward of virtue irom 
the delight which attends the practice of it, or eke it is 
the means to an end. If regulated by duty and principle, 
it leads to good, and to the enjoyment of the gratifying 
feelings resulting from it ; if improperly indulged, it be- 
comes the handmaid to every vice, the inlet to every mi- 

• * - • - , * * 

jscry. 
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we learn to pity in o theirs^ wliat we dre^d, or 
fear for ourselv^. In this l/alance vve w:e}gl) 
thejir distresses with .our own : a|id wh^t self- 
love has sliown i)s^ under -the r^ame of suchji 
to ourselves^ we ah^lji always suppose jibe 
saine tQ every one else^ and Ij^in^ly ponimisi^r- 
ate the sorrows we h^ve felt. 

Self-love endears virtijie to us^ by (he tjender- 
ness it gives us» for wh^tl^ver degree of it we 
perceive in ourselvjes : and in the same way^ 
makes us look with a peculiar cbajrity on those^ 
whose faults are of Uie sape kind witji ours. 
Every body has, I believe, a favpu^ite virtue, 
and a favoured weakness, which being first 
used to in themselves, they af e sure to give 
quarter and applause jtp, in ev^ery ^one else. 
By this partiahjty, particular friendships ai:e 
generally deterniii^d. 

There is a lower degree of it, which would 
be quite ddiculous, if t^iat top h^ not Us va- 
luable use in xx>nn$ct^ng hm^ip^n kjind tpgether^ 
A? we grow any way ^quahited ,with people, 
tliough . sougietimes it j^ only by character^ 
sojDEietKaes even by ^ine circumstance of oo 
more signifieatioipt, than h^tving 59.t at the same 
table : received, or paid some tiifling mark of 
civility, nay even having it to say, that we 
have seen them, we assume a kind of pro* 



120 E^say X. 

perty in them. Such is the importance^ 
which the least connexion, with our dear 
selves, can give to whatever we please, that 
if we have seen people, biit one ^ngle time, it 
makes often a wide difference in our way of 
attending to what is «aid about them. Re- 
collect but any conversation you have been 
in, where persons though of very Httle conse- 
quence, have been talked of, and I dare say 
yon may remember, that two or three- of Xhe 
company, immediately fell to recollecting such 
idle circumstances in their knowledge of tliem^ 
as could receive no value, but from that 
knowledge itself. 

This disposition, I think, shows liow much 
we were intended to mix in life: and it mu8$l 
be a strong reason, that will draw the same 
advantages for practice, from the enlarged 
views, given by reading and speculation, wlMch 
even the commonest understandings are filled 
to receive, from their natural consftitution. 
If these are neglected, we fall into a thousand 
jkults, of which every one carries its own 
punishment along with It. People who con- 
fine themselves strictly, to h small circle of 
acquaintance, are in^reat danger of contract- 
ing a narrowness of mind: while those; who 
jcnler freely into -society, gain by it such an 
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ease^ and openness of temper, as makes Uiem 
look upon every interest and pleasure, to be 
in Bome degree, their own. 

The great, who live immured, as it were, 
within the inclosures of their vast possessions, 
Iqok upon those of a lower rank, as inhabitants 
of a distant world from themselves. If ever 
they have any thing to do with them, it is 
^1atter of . constraint and uneasiness, and 
therefore never can be done with a good 
gra<^. Their sentiments and amusements, 
are something delicate and mysterious, that 
the vulgar are not supposed capable of appre- 
hending, but are to be kept at an awful dis« 
tance, which, if ever they leave, it is insuffer* 
able intrusion. 

AH distinct sets of people are apt to consider 
themselves as separate from the rest of man- 
kind. Hence the perpetual enmities and 
prejudices of different professions : hence the 
continual opposition of parties, sects^ and 
ages : hence the general censures, thrown at 
random, on all. When once what we have 
censured and laughed at, comes to be our 
own case, we learn to make those reasonable 
allowances, that, before, we nevierso much as 
thought of* 

A beauty, that has b^n severely used by 
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the snmll-pox, learns to esteem people^ for 
something more than the person. A misre- 
presented character can allow a great deal 
for the uncharitableness of people's opinions^ 
and think mildly of a blemished one. The 
age, which at fifteen, seemed almost antedi- 
luvian, grows strangely supportable, as we 
approach it : and Lysis, in an airy dress, no 
longer ridicules people that go without hoods, 
after- thirty. — I grow trifling. This subject 
of self-love, aflbrds matter of serious reflection 
and gratitude. It is surely one c^the greatest 
marks of infinite wisdom, that what, at first 
sight, may seem only to regard ourselves, is 
one of the strongest ties to social virtue : and 
that the very attention to others, which should 
seem most contrary to our first notions of self- 
love, is indeed, the truest support, and most 
rational pursuit of it, and which alone can 
preserve it from de^neratmg into miseraMe 

and folly. 



Man/like the gen'rous vine, snpported lives, 
THie strength te gams is -from the endiraee he gives. 
iOn tiueir 4>wii axis^'as ihe planets ran, 
• Yet jnake.at onoq, their circle round the sun* 
So tyiro consistent jnotions act the soul. 
And one regards itself, and one the whole. 

Thus God and nature link'd the general framej 
And iwd se^leve, and social be the samev 

Pope. 
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On the Principle of Self-interest as applied to 

Education. 

I WAS making a visit the other day, to peo- 
ple, that passed for ^hat are called your very 
sensible clever folks. They have a large fa- 
mily of children, of whom they seem fond 
without indulgence : and to be sure they edu- 
cate them mighty well. Who is more capable 
of doing it ? They are prudent, have good 
sense, and know a great deal of the world : but 
alas, it is this knowledge of the world, as they 
call it, that spoils every thing. " Come hither, 
** iny dear," (said the lady of the house to a 
little girl about five years old, who was crying 
to go out of the room almost as soon as she 
came in) " come hither Lucy* Look ye my 
" dear, if you will behave yourself prettily, 
^^ and go and talk to all the company, papa 
" will give you a fine niew doll to-morrow." — 
This yoii may be sure, stopt the crying for the 
present But what will be the eflect of it ? 
Every time Miss Lucy wants a new plaything, 
she has only to misbehave herself, and she is 
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sure of being bribed into good humour again. 
Thus by an excess of good management in 
her mamma^ the little gipsy will be taught to be 
artful and peevish, at an age, whose greatest 
ornament is innocence and good humour. 

Two or three instances more, of the same 
kind of prudence, had quite awakened my 
sincerity, and I could not forbear speaking of 
it, with the freedom of an old acquaintance, 
as soon as the more formal part of the circle 
was dispersed. " IVIy dear," (replied Pru- 
dentia, with a compassionate kind of smile) 
you have lived in the clouds, all your days, 
and I am sorry to see you are not out of 
them yet. For my part, who have long 
*^ been sensible, that it is upon this earthy and 
not up in the air, that I am to act my part 
m life, I confess, nothing seems more 
^^ natural to me, than that children should be 
^* taught to follow the same motive, by which 
** they are sure to be actuated all the rest of 
'^ their lives." — Can you possibly mean so low 
a motive as interest.? said I. — " I .certainly 
^\ do. For as low as you think it, you must 
•* be sensible, if you reflect a moment, that it 
*' is what we all of us pursue. Those, who 
" give up their happiness, in the present slate, 
" wHh the most disinterested air, do it only 
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*^ to inlitle themselves to the bles^ngs of a 
*^ future one." 

Supposing that this was the case^ interrupted 
I, the nature of the rewards, in these two in- . 
stances, is so very different, that it would 
hinder you from drawing any inferences from 
them, in favour of your own scheme; If the 
greatness, or gaieties pf this world were to be 
our recompence, I should think, that to reward 
a child with a doll, or a hobby-horse, were 
framing its mind to proper expectations and 
desires — but will you let me talk a little upon 
subjects, that are certainly above my reach? 
— O by all means, answered Prudentia, Cle- 
mene was not to call upon me till eight, arid I 
shall be mighty glad to hear your romance of 
education, in the mean time. I dare say it 
will be pretty : but you will find it a mere 
romance, I am persuaded, ten years hence, 
when you have a family of your own. — Well, 
be that, as it will : you have given me leave to 
talk, and this is all I hnve to do at present. 

I was going to say, continued I, that I 
cannot help imagining, that a great part of 
our happiness, in a future state, may arise 
from a settle of rights abstractedly from all 
other co)oiaiderations. That, at least, as miich 
1^ it will proceed from the thought, of having 
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aoted agreeably to the infallible will of the 
most perfect of beings, as from that of having 
deserved the favour of the lord of the universe, 
and from the hopes of any happiness, whidi 
infinite goodness and power may bestow on 
us. In short it seems to me, as if to contri- 
bute, each in our inferior way, to the order 
and beauty of the universe, was at once the 
noblest, and the justest motive, and the high- 
est reward of goodness. 

*^ Lucia is not old enough to enter into all 
^ Uieseabstracted reasonings," said Prud^Qtia. 
In our world, we must treat <)hildreii, «s 
chiidren, and convince them by their senses, 
in default of their judgments. I do not 
know what people may do in Fairy land. 
I suppose, if you had a son, you would ex- 
pect, he should be divinity Professor at five 
^ years oid: but I am afraid, Lucy would 
" not be at all a fit wife for him." 

Look ye, said I, you shall not laugh nie 
out of my argument : and so arm yoursdlf widi 
patience, and hear me out. Your supposition 
is an eKcellent good one : but I ^m afiraid, I 
shall be less mistaken, >in suppoBiqg, thajt ^ 
.child, who has been taught f)o other end in 
behaving itself well, than the gainilng some 
favourite point, or some darling toy, wHI 
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never Aiake a disinterested minister^ will 
never regard the reality of virtue, and will be 
ready to throw off even the appearance of it, 
when it is contradictory to interest 

*' But must one never give a poor child any 
*^ eiicouragement then ?" cried Prudentia* 

Yon knistake me entirely, said I, let good 
behaviMir be always attended by reward ; but 
ytiu liiiUteitthe consequa[ioe of bad behaviour* 
A^ for the particular rewards of toys and 
«Ugar^hii!nbd, I confess myself, in general, 
no gteat friend to them. The approbation of 
ftiends 16 A better incentive to act ri^t ; and 
^iV^e^, €Ven to cf^h children, a pleasure of a 
muck higher kind. These should be m xed, 
howev^, in a pi'oper degree: and certainly 
even the la:dt dugtvt »0t to be too much ir»is(ted 
on% The ncAkua of doing right, for the saloe 
of doii^ right, should t)e gently inculcated, 
atid strengthened by degrees, as they advaivoe 
lA ago, find understanding. This will settle, 
III ti^A^ into a firm and 'stedfiast rightoess cf 
mmd, which interesrt shall nev^er biaa, which 
tf^rsity ^alt ne^er shake, which prosperity 
shaft ftever efterwrte. ^rom hence will pro- 
oefed a ^kn atid even -cbeerfutee* of temper, 
a Yegtaftar and uniferm conduct, that shall 
maike-them for evefr feappy in themselves, and 
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respected by others. Not the wild gaiety of 
one hoiir, damped by uneasy reflections^ the 
next : not a perpetual dispute^ between reasoo 
and passion^ which makes people good l>y fits 
and starts only. Miserable is the state of 
these : and yet perhaps it is almost always the 
effect of their not knowings from the first, 
what end to aim at. Interest and ambition 
attract them^ by a thousand glittering temp- 
tations : and yet, in spite of all these^ in the 
midst of their pursuit, they feel themselves 
often checked by the secret monitor in the 
heart, who tells them, we were formed for 
something nobler than greatness, and that, 
neither riches nor pleasures are tlie chief end 
of life. 

But what is this nobler end ? Perhaps it is 
the applause of men^ the immortality, which 
fame bestows, or at least, the pleasure of 
being well looked on, and esteemed by the 
people among whom we live. — Fatal ima- 
gination! Source of wild and mischievous 
exploits, of wars and desolations : and, in less 
noble minds, the origin of hypocrisy^ and 
every hateful deceit. To look upon the respect 
and admiration of men, as the ultimate end 
of life, is, perhaps, one of the mo3t dangerous 
errors, into which we can fall. While it is 
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the perfection of a character to pay a proper 
regard to it, to rejoice in it as the amiable 
attendant of real virtue : but to be willing to 
sacrifice the fairest appearance, to what is 
really right : and bear the contempt of man- 
kind, rather than not deserve their esteem. 
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On the Distinction between Cunning and 

Prudence. 

Lord Bacon has an Essay upon cunning, 
that if it falls into wrong hands, is more likely 
to teach people sleights and devices, than to 
furnish a. warning against them*. And yet 
the Essay is, in itself, excellent ; but methinks 
it were time well bestowed to make a just dis- 
tinction between cunning and prudence, a 
blameable artfulness, and a laudable dex- 
terity. To fix the bounds of these two bor- 
derei^ and determine the nice difference^ 

*' Where ends the virtue, or begins the vice." 

To exercise the authority of superior reason 
and understandings to make use of their law- 
ful advantages, can surely be no fault. On 
the contrary, it is making the best of our na- 



^ Swift's Advice to Servants is liable to the same objee- 
tion. 
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lure, and employing faculties that were not 
intended to lie idle. It is by reason and un- 
derstanding, that human kind are superior td 
brutes of infinitely greyer strength and force 
of body, and the same sort of difference sub- 
sists among men. A brutal nature is to be 
considered in the same light, whether the 
aoimal it governs, go upon two legs or four^ 
only in our behaviour towards the brutes of 
Qur own kind^ we have this additional consi^ 
deration, that there is, at the same time, a 
mixture of something divine and excellent in 
every human soul, which claims strongly out 
BBsistance, in subduing that worse half, so 
prevalent in the many. Thus, those who by 
wisdom lead others less wise, to act wisely, 
not only make them, as inferior natures, sub* 
servient to excellent purposes, but at the same 
time, do them a real and important good, and 
raise them above what they were. When, by 
innocent arts, we soothe an uneasy temper : 
when, by- suspending the impetuosity of a 
person's passion, we give him leisure to recall 
bis reason, we do but free him from the worst 
of tyrants, aftd defend the good and reason- 
able man, within him, from the haisty infiu- 
ence of tbQ madman^ 

But tQ do evil, that good iftay come <rf*it> 

K 2 > 
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nothing can ever make allowable *. The 
moment we deviate from truth and integrity, 
our very best intentions are all poisoned and 
perverted. 

To learn what we can, by an acute ob- 
servation of the countenances and manners of 
those with whom we are concerned, is certainly 
a very blameless point of wisdom. To pry 
into their secret thoughts, uninterested, and 
only to betray them, is the baseness of heark- 
ening at doors, and looking in at windows. 

The cunningly preventing objections to 
any thing, we have a mind should succeed, 
by unfairly withdrawing the attention of per- 
sons from it, can only be allowable, in cases 
pf great exigence, or in absolute trifles. Mere 
humour is a thing, that we are at liberty to 
controul and guide, in what way we please : 
but when the case is of importance, we are 
scarcely fit judges, if it touches ourselves, 
Whether we are at liberty to deceive another, 

* So also thought St. Paul; but some modern moral 
Philosophers have been of a different opinion^ and by 
stating extreme cases, and arguing from supposed cir? 
cumstances which never have existed, and probably never 
can take place, have strangely confounded right and 
wrong, and done much mischief to persons unused ta 
metaphysical reasoning . . . . ^ • 
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to what^ we may think, ever so good an end. 
If it is a person, over whom we have 
any authority, the case is somewhat clearer. 
Madness and folly we have a right to govern, 
founded in the utter incapacity of those, whor 
are thus governed : and the point is indisputaw 
ble, that children may be cheated into health, 
with a sugared portion : and that to steal 
away the sword of a distracted person, or 
humour his frenzy, till we have secured him, 
is no theft or deceit. 

But to surprize any person's reason is 
utterly unjustifiable: and be the end we pro^ 
pose ever so good, the means is most detesta- 
ble. If people will not make a right use df 
leisure and reflection, their fault is great : but 
if we do not allow them both, ours is much 
greater. 

All hypocrisy is hateful and despicable: 
but there certainly are infinite cases, where 
others have no right to know our private 
thoughts and resolutions. Reserve is always 
allowable. Where we go a step farther, it is 
accompanied with a kind of shame that is suf- 
ficient to instruct us. Yet sometimes, to be 
sure, we 'may put on an appearance of some- 
thing better than we are, as showing a disdain 
of our present imperfections, and provided we 
put this on, with a re^l intention and aim of 
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rising to the mark we Iiave set. Biit any 
appearance contrary to what we are in our 
hearts and wishes, is vile. 

Once again: people's humours we may, 
nay ought to soothe and wind, and govern, 
as we best can : for humour is the childishnesi 
of the mind: reason its maturity, and children 
ought to submit to ttie direction of grown 
persons. These are the little arts that huma^ 
nize society, and give it a pleasing and a 
gentle air. But to work upon people's weak-» 
ness, to take advantage of their simplicity, to 
side with their passions, for our own purposes 
-srrthis is that monstrous policy, which is the 
wisdom of this world, and the foolishness of a 
better. 

To introduce any perplexing subject in the 
easiest manner, provided our intention be a 
good one, is but using fit means to a laudable 
end. But let all have a care how they grow 
too fond of their own ingenuity and dexterity, 
in managing even laudable undertakings : the 
step is too easy to a low sort of cunning, that 
is as far from the true sublime of virtue, as 
any species of false wit is from the true sublime 
in writing. 

Most comedies are very pernicious in this 
way. They turn upon a thousand little stra- 
tagems and intrigues^ that even when they 
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are iimocent tend strangely to corrupt th^ 
amiable simplicity of an honest mind. 

True taste in every thing is plainness iaiid 
simplicity^ the least deviation from nature that 
is possible ; for that is very consistent with the 
highest improvement of it. Buildings, gardens^ 
statues; pictures, writings of all sorts, com^ 
within this rule, and it holds full as strongly in 
character and behaviour. It is the saying of 
a very excellent author, that the true art of 
conversation, if any body can hit it, seems to 
be this, an appearing freedom and openness, 
with a resolute reservedness, as little appearing 
as is possible. I stumbled at it at first : but 
upon consideration I must suppose him, and 
from what goes before it seems most probable, 
to mean by reservedness, a strict watch over 
ourselves, not to be led into saying any thing 
improper, or that can be of the least harm to 
others, and this may most allowably be tempered 
with such a winning carriage, and so easy a 
good humour, as shall take off from the height 
of virtue and discretion all appearance of stiff- 
ness and moroseness. 

To insinuate instructions in a pleasing way, 
to introduce useful subjects by unaffected 
transitions, and to adorn truth with a mixture 
of pleasing fictions, is the highest merit of 
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conversation, and has nothing to do with 
cunning *. To watch for a favourable oppor- 
tunity of doing people good, or reclaiming 

them from some error who ever complained 

of being so over-reached ? 

* Witness those most perfect models of all improving 
.conversation, the discourses and parables of Jesu$ Christy 
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On the Necessity of encouraging Hope* 

I DO not know whether it is a pragmatical 
disposition^ or whether it is the effect of a 
happy inclination to hope, in spite of all dis- 
couragements ; but for my part, I cannot 
abide to hear people in a desponding way, give 
up every attempt in which they cannot tho- 
roughly succeed. It is, generally too, the 
best and wisest sort of people, and who would 
therefore be the most likely to succeed in some 
degree, that by carrying their wishes of 
success too far, and finding it impossible to 
attain them, in their full extent, sit down in a 
useless despair and moralize upon the world : 
which, because it is too bad to be completely 
reformed by them, they disdain' to mend as 
far as they might. 

Thus the best and most useful designs are 
the soonest discouraged, while those of the 
wicked and the trifling are pursued day after 
day: the one too violent to be checked by 
any consideration, that would oppose the 
ruling passion : the others too thoughtless to 

5 
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attend to any difficulties^ are continually 
weaving one web after another out of- their 
idle imaginations, forgetful of all that have 
been brushed away, and thinking themselves 
well rewarded, if they can catch a few worth- 
less flies, the vanities and amusements of 
life * 

There is something quite grievous in this to 
a mind full of spirit and activity, that thinks 
it glorious, at least to struggle in the cause of 
virtue, though ever so sure to be overpowered. 
But this is by no means the case : every ef- 
fort does something, whether enough to be 
perceived, at the moment, or not, is very little 
material : since in time it will certainly have 
its due effect, and whether that be soon 
enough for our pride to be flattered by it, or ' 
not, is a consideration which truly generous 
minds should overlook. They will, indeed,, 
go on with less alacrity and satisfaction ; but 
ease and pleasure are, at best, but the secon- 
dary ends of our being, iu such a state of 
trial as this life. If, therefore, we do but our 
duty here, we may trust our reward to futurity : 
and we should never urge the difficulties'^ we 

"^ The allegory in tbis passage may perjbaps remind tbe 
reader of the 4th stanza of Gray's beautiful Ode on th« 
Springs written in 1742, but not published till 1753, 
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meet with, as any objection to the maia 
business of our life, which would by no means 
be free from uneasiness, even should we neglect 
our duty* 

But, after all, what are these so terrible 
difficulties of which people so heavily com* 
plain ? Ours is not, with all its faults, an age, 
or country of persecution or tyranny: people's 
lives and fortunes are secure ; their virtues in- 
volvethem in no danger, and tiiou^h very 
possibly they may hinder them from rising in 
the world, yet though ever so openly and stre- 
nuously persisted in, they can do them no great 
damage. The utmost they can suffer is a 
little contradiction, a little chagrin, the vexa^ 
tion of seeing many good endeavours turn out 
to but little good purpose, the uneasiness of 
living amongst a mixture of people little suited 
to their better turn of mind, and to whom they 
xannot do so much good, as they would. But 
is this a reason, why they should chuse to do 
liohe at all ? Will the world be the better for 
all the good people, that are in it, running to 
hide themselves in deserts and solitudes ? If it 
is not, what then is the sudden retirement, 
but an idle and selfish pursuit of their own in- 
dolent inclinations? Does the industrious 
planter forbear \m toil^ because he expects not 
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to enjoy the shade of those flourishing oaks^ 
that will spring from his acorns ? Is lie dis- 
couraged by the fear, or frequency of blights ? 
Does he at once declare, that ail the young 
trees are degenerate, and no good to be hoped 
from them ? The worse the world is, the more 
need it has of good people's trying to mend it: 
and should they be ever so unsuccessful, in 
regard to themselves, at least, they havd not 
lost their pains. Meanly indeed do they be- 
tray the cause of virtue, if they, its only 
friends, suffer themselves to be overcome by 
so weak enemies as spleen and indolence. Of 
all people they have the least cause to despond: 
they, who pursue the noblest end, by the 
fairest means, they who are sure of being in 
the right, they who are sure to. have the best 
applause for it, they who can doubt of no- 
thing, but that their present fancy may not 
be gratified in seeing an immediate success of 
their endeavours ; and this they need not 
doubt about neither, since they ought not to 
think of it at all. 

If sometimes such a glorious instance of 
success appears, this ought no more to mislead 
their hopes, than the notion of a magical 
wand, that raises palaces and gardens in an 
instant, should make people disdain to culti- 
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vate their country, by the slow and vulgar 
methods of planting and building. Inconve- 
niences that cannot be removed may be pal- 
liated at least. The first who formed habi- 
tations to defend them from the cold, were 
certainly much wiser than if they had sat 
down and piteously lamented those inclemen- 
cies of the weather, which none of their com- 
plaints could alter, but against which their 
industry could easily secure them. 

From this restless activity hi the mind of 
man, this busy hope for ever springing up in 
his heart, this notion of bettering every sitUf 
ation, and never resting contented while he 
can aspire to any thing further, all those im- 
provements, which form half the enjoyment 
of civil life, have arisen. But with them 
many errors have shot forward too; andif the 
more delicate flowers of virtue should be left 
to sicken and decay in their offensive shade, 
the world will soon be over-run with the most 
noxious weeds. 
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On the moral Usee of Geography. 

Among those studies^ which are usually 
recommended to young people, there are few 
that might be improved to better uses than 
geography. I mean by this, indeed, not a 
bare acquaintance with the ouUines of a map, 
but some general knowledge of the peo(^ 
who inhabit this our globe : not their situation 
only, but their history and manners. It may 
perhaps be objected, that the title, which I 
have given to this study, belongs to a subject 
much more bounded, than the definition, 
which I have since been making of it: but I 
think it may very well include a general 
knowledge of histoiy, as extended to all parts 
of the habitable globe, though a more parti- 
cular application to the histories of those few 
people, who have made themselves very re- 
markable on it, may belong to a difierent 
science. 

It is not only the error of the peasant boy, 
who imagines there is no habitable land, be- 

9 
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yond those mountains, that inclose his native 
valley, but of many more, that we have to 
guard against, and of much more important 
tendency. How the idea of greatness and 
superiority vanish in a moment, at the unrol- 
ling a large map of the world, where we see 
England itself, make so inconsiderable a 
figure ! Let our thoughts be never so strongly 
attached to any particular place, in this in- 
considerable spot, it must give us Brmoment^a 
reflection, upon the insignificance of all those 
cares, that center in so imperceptible a point * ! 
Innumerable interruptions indeed, trifling and 
vexatious, will often happen to call down our 
most exalted thoughts, but for tliat very rea* 
son, we have the more need of returning to 
them often : and not only taking a transient 

• 

triew of them in our minds, as shadows passhig 
before a looking-glass -f ; but trying to fix 
them there, by reducing them to something 
Volid^ and ever drawing some practical precept 



* The classical reader will recollect that Socrates en- 
deavoUred to check the early ta;nity of Alcibiade« by this 
very means. 

t In how many places does Miss Talbof s intimate ao* 
quaintance with the Scriptures discover itself, even per- 
haps without any consciousness of it in her own mind ! 
See St* James i. 23 and 31. 
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from them, that may remain in our hearts, to 
whatever trifles imagination is hurried away^ 
by the various avocations of life. 

Considered as a part of space, the spot 
each of us takes up, is indeed very iusigni? 
ficant; but nothing is so as relating to the 
internal system of the universe : and therefore 
properly to fill the station, there assigned us, 
deserves an equal degree of care in persons of 
every rank, and is not to be measured by the 
acres they possess. 

This sort of consideration restores a hifi:her 
value to the elevated circumstances of life, 
than the former lias robbed them of, in the 

low notion of intrinsic value. This should 

• ' ... » • . . « ,* 

teach the miser, to esteem his riches, rather 
by the treasure spent, than by his secret 
hoard : it should teach every body in general, 
from the day-labourer to the king, by ^ every 
possible means to raise themselves, in the 
moral world, to a degree of consideratipiu 
that their place in the natural world can neveif 
attain. 

Could we (it is a strange wild fajiicy) >mar 
gine to ourselves a map delineated of this, as 
-well as of the other, we should see then, that 
those vast continents which overspread the 
one, would be reduced, upon the ,olh^r, \o 
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mcNierate bounds : while the smallest civilized 
tracts of land became extensive empires, in 
proportion to the improvements they have 
made, in religious virtue and knowledge. 
This, after all, is the map of real consequence, 
and which will remain with indelible strokes, 
long after the other, when all that it relates 
to, is reduced to nothing. 

Can any one imagine riches the soul of life 
and source of joy? Let him but consider 
those vast tracts of land, where the bosom of 
the earth is filled with glorious gems, and 
glows with unnumbered mines of gold. Let 
him consider these countries, barbarous and 
wretched, ignorant of almost every useful art 
and speculative science ; untaught both in the 
elegance and. use of life: then let him see in 
sohief character of civilized generosity, at 
home, what it is, that gives all the gloss to 
fortune, arid whence alone riches derive their 
lustre. 

Is power the idol of the soul ? Cast your 
eyes on the monarchs of Mogul, or emperors 
of China. See how infinitely their grandeur, 
in immensity of wealth, in extent of dominion, 
in the adoration of their subjects, exceeds 
whatever greatness we are dazzled with, in 
those minute instances, that come within our 



I 
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sphere of personal knowledge* Tlien consider 
this greatness in ilself ; divested of all higher 
consid.eralions^ what is it hut a wouderous 
talc, to astonish foreigners *; the sliiuing sub- 
ject of a book of voyages perhaps, that will 
be thrown aside by the first incredulous per- 
son, as a lye, and read by the serious and the 
thoughtful, with such reflections, as the pride 
of the monarch would little approve. It must 
be considered too as subject to hoiu'ly revolu- 
tions : besides, that all the state of an eastern 
monarch is incapable of afibrding^Uie leaat 
relish, to one, who has been used to the re- 
finements of life, in more humanized nations. 
The highest gratitude must surely be raised 
in us, by such comparisons as ihese^ wbep 
we reflect, that those moral and civil imr 
provemenls, which seem to set our, little ^ cor^ 
ner of the globe, so far above the rest, llwt, 
like that mountain, which, tlie Siamese irDagiue 



I demens et sseves curre per Alp^, 



Utpueris placeas, et declamatio fias. . 

Juv. Sat. x. 

Thus elegantly parapbrascd by Johnson in his applica- 
tion of the Satirist's character of Hannibal, to that of 
Charles, xn. of Sweden. " • ' 

*' He left the name at which the world grew pale, 

To point a morale or adorn a tale." 
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to stand on those genis^ in the midst of the 
earthy the sun and moon, seem to have their 
revolutions only round that, cheering and 
enlt^tening it with their warmest beams. 

Such an extensive view of human kind, as 
thfe, leadd likewise to a general benevolence, 
dilates and enlarges the heart, as well as the 
iraagins^tion* Where we behold a cultivated 
dpot of land> (he ey^ dwells on it with plea^ 
syre : and when we see nothing but wild and 
berrao deserts ground us, we wish that they 
€Oiildbe iniproved into the s^me smiling scene. 
Wi? learn to look on the savage Indian^ • as 
our fellow-^sreftture^ who h^s » nnnd as capa- 
ble of every exalted satisfaction, as our? ; and 
tberefore- we pity bim fpr the w^n^ of thpse 
cfypyjpnents^ ^ pn which we pride ourselves. 
From ^compa^onate thoughts kind action^ 
natuFd.Uy flov^ : our endeavours wiU> in some 
4egree> foUow our wish, wherever it is sii)c^e: 
and would we all join our endeavours to do 
all the good we are able, this earth would soou 
become a subject of such delightful contem- 
platioQi as should make us reflect, with infinite 
^^-gljtf Wp.» l^^fi .study^ that hafl fir?t hA }m 
into so useful a train of thoughts. 
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On Conaistency qf Character. 

It is very strange, and not less grievous; 
that almost all people should have such an 
inequality in iheir conduct^ as in ten thousand 
unheeded instances, daily to contradict those 
fundamental principles of duty and reason^ 
which, in matters of more acknowledged iftr- 
portance, they justly make it their ^Icry to 
act up to. 

The person who goes contrary to those 
principles, upon deliberate reflection, we all 
shun and detest : and is mere heedlessness m 
great a virtue, as to atone for oui* behaving 
in the same faulty way, because we do i^ 
without making so deep reflection, as yf^ 
ought ? \ 

A few instances may explain what! mean, 
and I believe, there are few persons, who vnH 
dot find something of the same sort, at home, 
within themselves. 

Good nature is a quality that people are as 
foud of possessing as any. — ^Does it ever hold. 
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throughout? Thai pain, which we should 
abhor to inflict on the body of a friend, or a 
dependant, do we never suffer our caprice or 
humour to inflict it oil their mindy an infinitely 
tenderer part? — ^That resentment and dislike, 
which we are strongly upon our guard against 
feeling, in return for real injuries, and should 
justly reckon ourselves very bad Chris ti^^ns 
if we did otherwise, do we never make them 
the punishnient of trivial offences, and slight 
disagreeablenesses, in those to whom, perhaps 
we have solid obligations ? At the same time 
that we should desire, in cases of import^ 
ance, to do all our fellow-creatures all possible 
.good^ do we seriously enough consider that 
the repeating an idle story, or spreading upoti 
slight grounds^ a disagreeable report, is acting 
most directly contrary to those laudable di^ 
sires ? We can actually do good but to few : 
but we ought to wish it as sincerely and a9 
warmly to *ll, as if they were truly within 
the small circle of our own influence: and 
consequently, a mind, that is as good as it 
should be^ will feel itself heartily interested 
iQ . every interest of our fellow-creatures. 
Should we then listen with complacency, or 
even with careless ears, to the story of such 
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faults, fhsiiltids dttid folliesi as are reri sfeisfor* 
tiines to theiiir - * « 

Patience and resignation ftre what, in the 
Everest trials^ we should eaitieslly wish to be 
ditftinguiBbed fer« Do we practise thetn oh 
ftifliag occasions? Let evei'y on^ of us be 
asked-— can yoii bear to be piit out of your 
own way, to accommodate your Iraitiour^b tlie 
tarietieb'of human )ife, and however your 
4»y is ttimed atid interrupted, cheerfully make 
iJbe best of it ? Can you improye little iiicon^ 
veniences into something tolerable andev^ti 
Useful ? It may generally be done if f)e0ple 
would but set their minds to it» 

You are convinced, perhaps that a elie^i^ 
fill, grateful disposition is that, whi^hi^ibTe 
all others, ought to be cultivated by cYeMiitfi'S 
formed for immortal happinesv guided' m 
thehr way to if, by the -most gracious l^rdvi* 
derice, and continually under^ the eye^ alnd 
edre of the most excellent and ^iabte of 
beings. But do you always act, attd thiTik 
and speakconsistently with- this per^wteion ? is 
none of your breath wasted in vain siglis ? Do 
you never voluntarily indulge tlie overftMvingt 
of a fruitless sorrow? Do you never, by* giving 
^vay to a momentary disgtist^ r^Seeftiiieut lit 
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peevidmess, rob yourself of that highei^ de- 
lights which flows from perfect kindness atid 
good humour? Do you never encourage dis- 
agreeable thoughts and jarring passions to 
disorder the harmony of your soul, and make 
you tasteless to all the joys of life, and to all 
the charmB of beautiful nature ? Do you never 
ncmrish a fond and hiameable anxiety — ^nev^r 
heap times and circunifitances of trouble and 
sorrow in your mind, till the load grows too 
heavy for imagination to bear? Do you never 
please yourself with heightening the paintings 
of your distress? Do you often recollect all 
the happy and delightful circumstances of 
yoursituation ? No state is without very many, 
•«id those very important. 

Agahi : you are generous, it may be, free 

^^md open-hearted: your dispositions are all 

irabl^'and liberal: your bounty would be in- 

• esftiau^tible if your estate was so: you woulddo 
'jgeod to all tlie world: no eye should see you, 

^at ceufkl not " bear witness'' . to your kind- 
ness* B«t in the free indu^ence of this 
-amial^le'^temper, how possible is it, that you 
may it^we those whom you are the most bound 
toftelp? If proper regard to the limits of your 

• ipow^ he wst /observed, this digtiity and gene- 
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rosity must be supported by the cruellest in- 
justice, and the most wretched condescen- 
.sious. To what straits, what meanneases are 
those ofteu reduced, whoui fortune had once 
placed in a high rank ! From what proceeds 
thi-, but from inequaUty of conduct ! 

The elegant beauty, whose fondest aim is 
to please and to be admired, has sometimes 
small regard to that complete harmony of 
manner and behaviour, which perfects the 
charm. Indeed we are, all of us, so short- 
sighted, that to take in a whole view at once 
is impossible. Yet these views of life we 
ought surely to chuse and study, with at least 
as much taste and attention, as a landscape 
painter does prospects. The most consider- 
able objects should take up the chief place, 
and be finished with the highest art. The 
rest should be thrown off, in due proportion, 
and lessening by imperceptible degrees. But 
what a picture would he make, were the 
distant hills to be painted with a vivid green, 
and the nearest objects softened intp ^ purplish 
blue: here, every flower touched up with ex- 
qui^te art: and these objects as near, and 
more consijierable, sketched only with rude 
out-lines ."^--^Inconsistent throughout^ we art 
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seriously offended at tiie disproportion of any 
work of art, and utterly insensible of it in a 
thousand instances, where, to the eye of rea- 
son, it is infinitely more monstrous* 
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ESSAY XVL 



On the Art of pleasing in Society. 

One great reason why people succeed so 
little in the art of pleasing^ while they seeuv 
wholly possest by tlie ambition of shining, is 
their not observing proper rules of place and 
time. They shine, indeed, in their own eyes 
extremely : but they do not suit their manners 
to the taste of those, with whom they con- 
verse. Whatever is their favourite and su- 
perior accomplishment, they are apt to imagine 
a sufficient recommendation, wherever they 
go; when probably there are a thousand leas 
striking, which, properly placed, would make 
them appear, with infinitely more advantages. 
Nor is even the favourite accomplishment by 
this means lost ; for when once you have con- 
descended to win people's esteem, in their 
own way, they are wiUing enough to see every 
additional grace in your character, and dwell 
upon it with pleasure. 

To instance only in the character of the 
fine lady. Struck with the praise of beauty, 
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and conscious of such a superior claim to 
admiration^ the absolute ftnfe kdy will be such 
through every scene of life, and in every 
variety of circumstances. But after all what 
good is it to the industrious tradesman, that 
'after many & morning's attendance, he can 
^see her ladyship with a pair of fine eyes? It 
fe not beauty, wit, oi** learning, that pass' for 
Giffrent coin, in ouf dealings with people who 
live by their business. Punctuality ami exact- 
fi«W;i With A strict care to save thtm as much 
time and labour as we possibly can, is th^ 
tettst'weowe them, for the pains they volun- 
tarily take to furnish us with every conveni- 
ence 'of life. 

- This is meant for a rambling sort of Es^y : 
and now^I have named punctuality, I cannot 
belp digressing, to praiee it. There is nothing 
that; makes us more welcome members of 
society. Exactness even in trifles, amobnts in 
ft' long life, to a considerable sum of merit. 
People know how to depend upon ts, and 
ure sure, vre shall never give them the feast 
lineasini^9» or disappointment if we cto pbs-^ 
iibty help it. This makes them* ; the raorcf 
easily bear with us^ on occasions mfore iit^^ 
portaiit^ where interests will sometimes very 
iiMOQ&aily intetfere: and it is a piece of true 
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policy never to forfeit tliat credit^ in small 
things which we may possibly want^ in great 
ones. There are numberless little arts of 
ingratiating ourselves^ with our fellow-crea* 
tures, which are equally consistent with sia- 
cerity and prudence : nor was ever any thing^ 
more wise and humane than the Apos- 
tle's precept of " becoming all things to all 
** men.'' Little disobligations will be pe^ 
pelually occurring, if we allow ourselves any 
liberty, in point of exactness ; the even tenor 
of our conduct is broken, and people begin 
to think themselves indebted more to chance 
than to us, for any civility or kindness we may 
show them. 

There is a kind of shatter-witted amiable 
character, which gains no confidence, and 
losiBS all respecft. I think, I never saw any 
particular description of it, and it may not be 
amiss to draw one here. It is a careless, gay, 
good humoured creature, as full of liveliness 
and entertainment, as void of caution ailddish 
cretion,' living on from moment to moment, 
without meaning any harm, or ever taking 
thorough pains to do good. In such persons, 
fifty good qualities are lost, in the mere hurry 
of inconsideration. Every thing goes on ^at 
random : every thing is unequal and odd> and 
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yet every body loves them. Their aSairs for 
the most part run to ruin M^ilhout any extra- 
vagance: nay by starts, they will be the best 
managers, and the strictest economists in the 
world; but, alas, this is all the while, only 
whimsy masquerading in the dress of a hquses- 
wife^ 

They who come under this description, 
whatever their principles may be, are guided 
in. all. the common affairs of life by meYe hu- 
mour and frolick. They run, with the pret* 
tiest harmlessness in the world, into acts qf 
i0|u8tice, . that make all around them sufier 
severely, while they themselves are perfectly 
insensible whence the mischief come^, because 
t)&ey are conscious lo their own hearts of having 
the b^st designs and sentiments imaginable* 
By all I could ever learn, the great and amiable 
SirIL S. was one of these whimsical, un« 
happy mortals. With a genius and a hearty 
that few have ever equalled, he had this defect 
ill conduct, to such a degree as made; him, in 
every respect, but that of an author, as hurt- 
ful a member of society as well could be. 
Wit like his turned his very distresses into en- 
tertainment, and it is hard to say, whether he 
raised in his acquaintance, more love, diversion^ 
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or compassion. But what pity it'is^ that sucli 
a mind should have had any blemish at all *\ 
My disposition Jias led me a great way> 
but when a fovourite subject is fairly thrown 
before one, who can resist it? Not gravit;y and 
decorum itself. I remember a story of a^ood 
old lady, who used pretty equally to divide 
her time, between the church and the quad- 
rille-table. A young man of some humour, 
and of more smartness than discretion^ had 
laid a wager, that he^would make her talk 
over her cards in prayer time. He contrived, 
the next day to kneel down by her: and when 
the Litany began, whispered in a low voice — 
1 had the terriblest luck last ! No mortal was 
ever so unfortunate. — Hush: be quiet. Sir, 
pray have done. — Madam, you shall but hear 
me. — Pray Sir, fie, by no means, pray be gone, 
for goodness sake. — I had four matadores: and 
so on he went telling his hand, and the whole 

* This character of Sir Richard Steele ha3 gireil nmcb^ 
offence to some persons who Ihkik more highly of hi$ 
moral qualities than Miss Talbot seerns to have doiie. 
However the character given of him in few words by that 
wonderful prodigy of early genius, and Christian Tirtue, 
H. Kirko White, exactly agrees with her'ft. Bee his " JUs 
mahis" by Southey, vol. i. p. 208. 
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process of the game : while she, poor woman, 
was very serimisly aogrryi and as ehe thought, 
perfectly, inattentive to him. He goes on 
however. — A club, was led, I put on a small 
trump. — Human patience could endure no 
longer. > Ppoh, says Uiegood lady^.yQu.sliouHl 
have played your ponto. 
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ESSAY XVII. 



On the Power and Necessity of Qnifidence. 

• • » 

The stedfastness of a rock, the immoveable* 
ness of a centre^ the firmness of a deep foun- 
dation^ a pillar of adamant^ an everlasting 
anchor^ such to the fluctuating mind of man 
is a vFell-grounded confidence*. Without 
it^ all his thoughts are lighter than the leaves 
in autumn^ the sport of every' momentary, 
hurricane. His opinions are changeable by 
every varying circumstance : every mote in a 
sun-beam suggests some new fancy : he hopes 
and fears, dislikes and loves^ doubts to-day» 
trusts to-morrow, accuses himself of credulity 
the next, then again grows inadvertent, and 
never lets his busy disquieted imagination rest 
His reason, one hour, convinced by weighty 

* It is impossible to read this passage without being re» 
minded of the sublime ode of the stoical Poet, 

Justam et tenacem propositi virum 
Non civium ardor prava jubentium, 

Non Yultus instantis tyranni 

Mente quatit solids; 8cc«—HoR. Lib. iii. Ode3* 
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arguments, has no impression left of them, 
another: but, suspec ling, judgment to be in 
fault, when only memory is blameable, frankly 
gives itself up to the next contrary system, and 
so on ad inAnitum. 

In theinteVcoui^ of life, this fatal diffidence 
insensibly alienates the dearest friends^ breaks 
the kind bonds of itiutual trust, or dissolves 
them, by scarce perceptible insinuations* It 
particularly oppresses * weak spirits: and 
challenges all the knight-errantry of reason, to 
free ftiem from the power' of this wicked 
enchanter. It is indeed in his insorcelated 
palade, that like the people in Ariosto, friends 
aad lovers, deceived by false appearances of 
one another, are perpetually wearied in a 
vain pursuit, and groan under a thousand 
imagined slights and injuries, of which all are 
equally guiltless; and never gain an expla- 
nation to rectify the miserable error^ A hero, 
who lately, perhaps, appeared crowned with 
laurels, is now, on the suddfen, transformed 
into a monster. Credulous minds! that do 
not know that the laurel of some virtues, is so 
absolute a security against all grosser failings, 
that their eyes must deceive them whenever 
they represent such a metamorphosis. 

But Judgments are formed, more from par- 

M 
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ticular instances^ than from general rules : and 
hence it is, that they are so contradictory. 
Every fresh glaring appearance is believed, 
against the most absolute evidence^ the past 
experience can furnish : and by mere following 
our noses^ we miss tlie great land-marks, thai 
should direct our journey. 

But to grow more methodical : this paper 
is of too mixed a nature, to allow the dwelling 
seriously on that religious confidence, which is 
the ground of all the rest, and of every assured 
satisfaction in life, or support at the close of 
it. This is the inexhaustible^ eternal source 
of cheerfiilness, patience, and courage : of that 
true undaunted fortitude, that inspires the 
real hero. 

Who asks no omen, but his country^s cause *. 

Distrust and danger vanish at its radiance: 
constancy and indefatigable^ perseverance 
crown it with the noblest success, and with 
immortal honour. Even the weakness of 
constitutional cowardice may be relieved by 
it^ from a thousand anxious fears ; and raised, 

^ Pope's translation of 
Ell oMtfvof mfiS'M ttiAu^eaOati vtpi tts^.-^Iu JLii. 343. 
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Upon any extraordinary occasion^ into an ab- 
solute disregard of all those unreal evils^ 
which so swell the sickly list of apprehension^ 
In friendships a mutual confidence is of so 
absolute necessity, that it is scarcely possible 
it should subsist^ for any time^ without it. 
When once Upon reason^ and experierice^ we 
have given persons an allowed title to our 
esteem^ it is the higliest injury both to them^ 
and to ourselves to remove it upon less than 
Uian an entire certainty ; and there are some 
degrees of esteem^ that ought to outweigh the 
very strongest appearances. In such cases 
we should misdoubt all judgments of our 
own, rather than suspect the fidelity of a 
tried friend : and never give it up till we have 
allowed them the fullest opportunity for vindi- 
cating themselves, if appearances have injured 
them^ By this means, nothing will remain 
perplexed or uneasy upon the anxious mind, 
but every thing will be fair, clear, and honest. 
When truth is presupposed as the founda- 
tion, this dependence follows of course, even 

when the circumstances do not admit of a 

« 

present explanation. — ^^ Appearances would 
give me reason to be uneasy at your beha- 
viour, if friendship did not forbid my sus- 
pecting you." " It is very true : and I 

m2 
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^ cannot yet explain those appearances." 

What a world of trouble^ and distrust^ would 
such short explanations avoid. 

There are few things, which have more 
struck my imagination^ than the meek answer 
of Balaam's ass^ when his master unreason- 
ably corrected him^ for what had only the 
appearance of a faulty and was^ in reaUty> 
the highest instance of duty and care. In 
which^ after having received a very passion- 
ate return to a very gentle expostulation^ slie 
only replies^ — ^^ Was I ever wont to do so 
« unto thee ?*' 



ESSAY XVIIL 



I • 



On true Friendship. 

The only anshaken basis of friendsliip is 
religion. True friendship is a union of 
interests^ inclinations^ sentiments. Where 
these greatly clash, here may, indeed, be 
outward civility, but there can be nothing 
more. — ^What then becomes of all those fair 
ideas, and many fair histories too, of generous 
friendship sacrificing every interest oif its own ? 
What becomes of that worthiest complaisance 
that bends disagreeing humours into perfect 
sympathy ? What becomes of that powerful 
^fection, that makes often so thorough a 
change in the sentiments and tempers of per- 
sons P All these may consist with a maxim ap- 
pearing so contrary : for few people look so 
deep as the real and solid foundation of all, 
but take those for important interests and 
essential points, which indeed are but a tem* 
porary superstucture, liable to perpetual al- 
terations. 

Whoever to the constancy and faith of 



166 Essay xriii. 

friendship sacrifices the interests of fortune, or 
the indulgence of inclination, pursues still his 
true and essential interests : since he is strictly 
performing an important duty. However the 
opinion of the good may differ in a thousand 
things, in this they agree, that there " is one 
^^ thing needful," and that in all lesser points, 
candour, complaisance, and good nature, are 
the temper of mind tt requires. 

Agreed in this, their inclinations, their 
pleasures, their pursuits, in all that is important, 
must be the same *. What openness of heart, 
what harmony of sentiments, what sweetness 
of mutual conversation must be the conse- 
quence. 

Truth, perfectly clear, and undisguised, 
ctmstahc^'unchattgeable through all the varie- 
ties of humout and circumstances, the kindest 
affection, and the most winning manners, flow 
almost naturally from this sotirce of dvefy good 
disposition. This infallible rule is a siire 
guard against all those errors and ektremen 
which the best affections are liable to run 
into. It makes particular friendships keep 

^ See this beautiful idea expressed also in terms aeBrly 
similar, but before Mrs. Carter had seen this l£&9my, ui 
her Letters to Mrs. Vesey appended to the correspoadence 
between her and Miss Talbot, Letter xjlxvi. 
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within such bounds, as not to interfere with 
general charity and universal justice. It 
teaches to distinguish between those errors 
and frailties of human nature, which in true 
friendship must be absolutely past oyer, and 
tho^ contagious faults which necessarily dis* 
solve it It heightens the delights of happy 
friendship, while it teache$ us to look upon 
our friends^ as blessings indulged to us, by the 
All-Giver: and it provides the only balm, 
that can heal the wounds of friendship cut 
ishort by death. It softens every kind anxiety 
we can feel for those we love, and must feel fre- 
quently in a world so full of varied distresses : 
by bidding us look up to the almighty Friend 
and Father of all, *^ who careth for all alike,^ 
and trust in him to give them that assist- 
ance and relief, of which we poor helpless 
creatures, can at best be but very poor 
instruments. To him we can pour out the 
afiectionate fulness of our hearts^ when over- 
whelmed with a tender concern for their wel- 
fare: and may rest assured, that he will 
guide and prosper our sincere endeavours for 
their real good. 

When the heart has long been used to the 
delightful society of beloved friends, how 
dreadful is absence, and how irksome solitude. 
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But these phantoms of absence and soUtude 
vanish before the sun-shine of religion. Every 
change of life, every variety of place^ allotted 
us by an all-ruling Providence, grows welcome 
to us ; and while we consider ourselves and 
our friends, however distant, as equally under 
the care and protection of the same gracious 
and omnipresent Being, our common Creator, 
Redeemer, and Preserver, the distance be- 
tween us, with all its terrors is annihilated ; 
while solitude and retirement gives ws but the 
opportunity for a wider range of thought on 
subjects, that ennoble friendship itself. Then 
may our minds look forward, through an 
endless succession of ages» in which the spirits 
of just men made perfect, renewing in a 
happier world the affectionate engagements, 
just began, as it were in the days of their 
mortality, shall rejoice in one another's con- 
tinually improving happiness and goodness, to 
all eternity. Blessed mansions, where we 
shall meet again, all those beloved persons 
whose remembrance is so dear to us I Our 
friendship shall then, probably be extended 
through the whole society of the blest Every 
one amiable, every one benevolent, how can 
it be otherwise? The excellent, of all ages, 
and nations, shall then be numbered . .among 



Essay xviii. 169 

our friends. Angels themselves will not dis- 
dain to admit us to their friendship. Beyond 
all these glories, we may still raise our 
thoughts to the supreme Friend and Father, 
till they are lost in the dazzling, but delightful 
contemplation. 

When so fair a superstructure rises from so 
fairabasis, who but would build their friendship 
on this everlasting rock ? But, alas ! the slight 
connections of the trifling world, are but like 
those wooden buildings raised suddenly for 
pQmpous festivals, adorned with every elegance 
and splendour for a day, and with all the 
mimickry of marble pillars, and the most 
solid architecture. The least accident destroys 
them at once : and a very short time, of 
course, sees the spot, where they were erected, 
forlorn and bare *. 

* If Mr. Cumberland ever read the passage which con- 
cludes this noble Essay, it might be supposed tliat he had 
taken from it the hint of the last speech of the third act of 
his tragedy of the Carmelite. But the same brilliant ideas 
may often occur to the minds of authors of real genius, 
without rendering them liable to (he imputation of plagi- 
arism. 



ESSAY XIX- 



On our Passage through Life ; a Revei^e. 

I DO not much love the tribe of dreaming 
writers. Tliere is something very unnatural 
in supposing such products of understandings 
sucli a regular series of ideas^ generally ab- 
struse and allegorical enough to put the com- 
prehension of a waking reader upon the 
stretch, to be the effects of wild imagination^ 
at those hours when she is most unassisted by 
reason and memory. Yet it is pity a lively 
fancy should be baulked, and confined to the 
dull road of essay-writing, merely to avoid 
such a trifling absurdity in the phrase. It 
might certainly be changed with great pro- 
priety into that of a Reverie^ which, by people 
tliat indulge their imaginations, is often car- 
ried on a very considerable time, with as gay 
a variety of circumstances, and as lively co- 
louring as the poppy-dipt pencil of Morpheus 
covXA ever produce. Be it allowed me then 
to say, that one afternoon this summer, I fell 
into a deep Reverie^ lulled by the whisperhig 
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of groves, t!ie soft descent of a refreshing 
shower, and the musical repetitions of a 
thrush. The air around me was perfumed 
with jessamins and woodbines, and I found 
myself perfectly in a poetical situation. The 
volume I had in my hand should of right, to 
be sure, have been Ovid or Petrarch, but it 
was Sunday, and the genteel reader must ex- 
cuse me if I own that it contained the book of 
Ekx^lesiastes. 

The soothing scene about me had at length 
suspended my reading; but my thoughts were 
still filled with many beautiful images of the 
nothingness and vanity of human life. There 
is something so bounded, and so shadowy in 
our existence, that the celestial beam of un- 
derstanding which sliows us what it is, must 
give us almost a disgust of life itself, were not 
our affections attached to it by so many tender 
ties, as call back our proud thouglits every 
moment. Most miserable state, continued I, 
in a melancoly soliloquy, what wretchednesses 
are we conversant in, to what mean objects 
are we bound down, how little a way can 
we see round us, how much less can we 
compreliend, through what a wild of errors 
lies the narrow path of truth 1 Narrow and 
long !^ — Long ? Why then it is not methiaks 

5 
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so strange^ that one should not step to the end 
of it at once. Well^ suffice it tliat our pro- 
gress be gradual. — But what a thick dark 
hedge is here on either side. How much plea- 
santer would it be to break through it^ and 
view the fair varieties of the universe as we 
pass along. Suppose it quite away.r-In the 
midst of this vast trackless plain how will you 
now distinguish your path ? — This brink of a 
precipice that you are to pass along, does not 
your head turn at it ? Do not you wish again 
for your safe boundary ? — ^Well, but here the 
path is safe and open. — Amuse yourself, look 
round you. — ^I do not like my own path. 
Yonder is one much fairer, passing "over a 
much nobler eminence. I like my own path 
less than ever. I do not yet see far enough^-— 
O thou spirit of disorder and confusion, canst 
thou not be contented to move in the way al- 
lotted thee? Deviate then into ruin. Many 
a winding walk presents itself on each . hand. 
Art thou willing to venture ? — ^No, let us pur- 
sue this safer, vulgar path. Must we have 
dirt and cloudy weather too ? — You must. It 
belongs to this portion of the universe. This 
rain that displeases you here, is nourishing 
sweet' herbs and delicious fruits,: that will re- 
fresh you a few furlongs hence. . Behold now 
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the advantage of these despicable things you 
are hedged in with. These thorns that some- 
times pull you back^ are often crowned with 
gay and fragrant blossoms, to make the tedious 
journey seem less irksome. Those thick trees, 
that bar your wandering view, are drest in a 
soft verdure that relieves your eye, and ena- 
bles it sometimes to take a better glimpse 
through the branches, on objects that it could 
not dwell upon, till it becomes stronger. — 
Beneath a cypress lay a gloomy philosopher, 
who called out in a dismal tone, whoever you 
are, foolish passengers, know your own mi- 
sery. It is impossible to have any rational 
enjoyment, in this your despicable state. 
Banish the thought of comfort. You are a 
parcel of wretches^ to be happy is none of 
your business, to be cheerful is an absurdity. 
These blossoms are transient as the spring, 
those vile fruits you gather as you pass along, 
ought not to detain your attention one mo- 
ment from those gems that gUtter on your 
heads, which are your only real treasure. 
Those wretched fruits what are they ?— They 
are what support us fronv one state to another; 
said a plain man, who past by, and our stock 
of gems is gradually increasing, if we keep 
but steadily in the right path, and gently and 
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patiently remove the thorns and briars, that 
molest us, as we move towards the country of 
diamonds. — ^Immediately my Reverie trans^ 
ported me into a fair. Long streets of booths 
crossing each other at right angles formed 
very regular squares, of which some were 
handsome and some very ugly, from the dif- 
ferent structures of the booths. Several mar- 
kets-women were carrying away bundles and 
baskets marked with the names of the various 
proprietors. I met a hag of a very untoward 
look, bent almost double with the weight 
of years, her brow wrinkled, and her com- 
plexion weather-beaten. The sight of her 
displeased me, but she was not to be avoided* 
Here, said she, ofiering me a filthy basket, 
covered at the top with thorns, take your pur- 
chase, and make much of iL My purchase^ 
said I, stepping back: Nay, said she, e'en 
take it, and flung it at my head. But as she 
turned away, a smile that began to brighten 
on her solemn face, discovered to me that she 
was the good Fairy Experience. I sat down 
with the encouragement this discovery gavie 
me, and began to examine her basket. The 
thorns it was covered with cost me a good 
deal of time to disentangle, and take them out 
with safety to my fingers, but I recollected 



Essay xix. 175 

them distinctly every one to be such as had 
perplexed me and torn my clothes^ as I past 
along the narrow path, and which one by one 
I had gently broken off the boughs while I 
pursued my journey. These were the very 
individual thorns and briars, and while I was 
wondering how they should come to be so 
collected, I came to the bottom, where I 
found a row of inestimable pearls, equals in 
number to the briars, large, even, rounds and 
of an exquisite polish. Beside them lay a 
scrip of paper with these words written on it. 
*' Philosophy and evenness of temper are 
" pearls, which we purchase at the price of 
** those vexations and crosses in life, that 
** occur to us every day. Nothing in this 
" world is to be had for nothing. Every dif- 
" ficulty we surmount is the purchase of some 
^* advantage. Go through the fair, and 

<( czoo " 

I perceived a good genius standing near 
me, and desired him to be my cicerone. We 
went through the booths and examined the 
purchases. Here the coin paid down for 
health and ease, and freedom from perplexity, 
was stamped with care and prudence. There, 
the copper money of mere plodding perse- 
verance was the price of wealth, honour. 
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learning and accomplistiments. In one place 
there was a sort of Monmouth-slreet, wliere 
people were bartering old bad habits for new 
ones, every way more becoming, but seemed 
to think their bargains very hard, and the 
very article of fitting them on, occasioned 
such a variety of wry faces, as would have 
given great diversion to a grotesque painter. 
It was a melancholy amusement to see how 
people mistook in the value they set upon 
things, how often they passed by, with a 
slighting air, those goods which at first they 
might have had for a trifle, and never knew 
the worth of them, till they were engaged to 
other bidders, or the price raised very high, 
or themselves perhaps gone so far off before 
they took the fancy of returning, that they 
could not find their way back without a guide; 
and in the whole place there was but one 
guide to be met with, and she of so forbidding 
an aspect, and so disagreeable a conversation, 
as made her a very undesirable companion. 
She severely reproved their folly, and obliged 
them to throw away the bargains, on which 
they had most set their heart, and then led 
them back to tlie fair, by a rough, round- 
about way, to buy those they had formerly 
slighted. By the time they had got there, she 
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began to wear a geatler aspect, and they found 
so much advantage in the change of ' their 
purchases, that notwithstanding, all her rude 
treatment, they acknowledged Repentance as 
a very useful friend. 

Leisure, I found, was a metal that proved 
more or less valuable according to the image 
stamped upon it, and as I saw what admirable 
curiosities it purchased in the hands of good 
managers, I was quite provoked to see what 
quantities of it were flung away : but this was 
nothing. I saw many fine people throw away 
handfuls of diamonds, that they might have 
their fingers at liberty to catch butterflies. 

In some parts of this fair, every body seemed 
to be playing at cross purposes. The most 
valuable gems were squandered away for 
trifles, which yet they coutfl not purchase, 
and trifles offered for jewels of the highest 
price. I saw my friend Fosco the antiqua- 
rian, among a multitude of the same class, 
who brought such a quantity of time and in* 
dustry, as would have purchased any thing in 
the whole place, and poured it out before a 
cabinet of copper coins, which, still afler all, 
wanted one or two of being perfect. I saw 
othei*s of gayer appearance buy a shadow, a 

N 
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flower^ a feather^ at still a higher price. — ^At 
last, to my infinite vexation^ a less shadowy 
figure stood before, and a summons to attend 
some visitors that were just alighted, put an 
end to my Reverie. 
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On our Capacity for Pleasure. 



ni. 



There is a magnificence in nature, like 
that of some sumptuous feast. The objects of 
our enjoyment are multiplied infinitely beyond 
our capacities of enjoying : and there is some- 
tbingy in the human mind> perpetually dissa- 
tisfied with its present advantages, because it 
cannot take in every thing at once. Like silly 
children, possessed of all within our reach, 
we cry for all we see. 

The desires of our nature so vast, and its 
capacities so bounded, are demonstrations of 
a being in its infancy here, and to be per- 
fected hereafter. But having traced this un- 
easy sentiment, this {lerpetual craving to its 
Udtural source, we should from thence learn 
to suspend its force, during our present state ; 
ami when once we know at what sort of en- 
joyments we can arrivie, and how vainly we 
strive to go further, sit down contented vvith 
our lot, and try to make the best of it. Were 
this doue> as it should be, spleen would lose 
half its empire in llie world. We should not 

N 2 
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be much mortified at findiug ourselves tied 
down for a while, to such childish amuse- 
mentSy because we should consider, that our 
existence has a nobler aim, a higher end in 
view. In the mean time, till that can be 
attained, we shall welcome every small satis- 
faction, with a cheerful countenance, and 
never be too proud to be pleased* 

I cannot help lootdng upon pleagmre as a 
rea]> and amiable being, and blessing the 
author of nature, who has created this charmer 
to lead man on towards final happiness 
through, as Shakespeare calls it, this vrorky- 
day world. This soft enchantress waves her 
wand, and all nature appears drest in smiles 
and el^ance.' Sweet smells, gay colours, 
lAnsical notes, are difiused through the whole 
globe. Every thing is beautiful in its season *. 
All we have to do, is to open our minds to so 
rich a variety of delightful impressions : to ac- 
commodate ourselves with joy and thanldiil- 
ness to the jNresent scene, whatever it js^ and 
to make the most of that good, which every 
thing has in it. To a free mind all is agree- 
able: but violent attachments to any par- 

* And Ciod saw every thing that he had madey aad 
behold, it was very good. Crtm^ i. 31. 
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ticular objects narrow the soul, and lessen its 
Capacity for enjoyment. 

The first care to be taken is, to keep our 
minds so loose and diisengaged from the worlds 
that setting, as far as possible, the true value 
upon every thing in it, and no more, we may 
enjoy all the satisfaction it can possibly afford 
us, and avoid those anxieties, which misplaced 
affections create. Violent partialities, must 
have violent antipathies to balance them : 
those who set up to themselves idols to worship, 
will, at the same time, raise to themselves 
hobgoblins, to fear. We can seldom find in 
our hearts to exalt one character, without 
depressing another: and we must generally 
have an object of ridicule and dislike, as well 
as one of esteem and admiration. Nay, I am 
afraid, there are more people, who amuse 
tliemselves with seeing every thing in a bur- 
lesque and disagreeable light, than of such, 
as will take the pains to be pleased with an 
amiable view of this fair world. We are 
ihost ingenious to find out what is wanting or 
amiss in our situations: but how ready to 
overlook the other side ! What complaints of 
the scorching heat of summer, the pinching 
cold of winter! For some people, no day is 
good enough, no place without its faults, no 
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company without failings. Alas, alas! as if 
it were any thing new or unexpected, that this 
world should be, in many things, deficient: 
as if it were a proof of genius to discover, 
what it is a much better proof of good sease 
to pass over, and as if it needed quick eyes to 
discern the flaws in this rough cast of a globe. 
Who could ever expect it to be all made of 
solid pearU and polished to tiie highest lustre? 
Yet such as it is, if we make the best of 
it, we shall enjoy no small degree of happi* 
ness. 

There is in every thing, a charm, a good, 
that we have capacities to taste, if we would use 
them. Tlie enthusiastic language of poetry 
alone, is fitted to describe the bloom of natare,^ 
in a country scene. One breath of vernal 
air diffuses serenity and joy, through the soul. 
The music of the woods, tunes every thought 
to harmony. The clear height of the firma- 
ment, and the bright blueness of the aether, 
is transport to the eye, and gladness, to the 
hearts While the sight wanders through t\\e 
gay expanse, the mind rises to the noblest 
contemplations, and our thoughts expatiate 
upon future scenes of fair existence, in worlds 
all of harmony and beauty. 

But, to give us a just view of our capacities 
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for pleasure, and mre this is a rent-^roU well 
worth looking over, we may consider what joy 
almost every kind of object affords to some set 
of men or other, and resohre out of duty and 
prudence to draw some de^ee of that satis*^ 
faction from them, which these do from in- 
clination, or acquired partiality: at ledst not 
to overlook with contempt, or regard witli 
aversion, whatever is not contrary to inno^ 
cence or reason. See but how delighted the 
florist and botanist are with thoise blossoms 
and herbs which tlie rest of mankind tread 
carelessly under foot. Observe the astrono* 
mer, with what transport he views those clear 
stars, which the mortal of business, or the 
butterfly of amusement, scarce ever find leisure 
to look up to. Mind the painter, who sees ail 
things in a picturesque view, how charmed he 
is with the blended lights and shades, in every 
landscape. Nothing escapes him ; each figure 
has an attitude, an air, something graceful or 
grotesque * : and so far is not ridici^loud* 

* The late good and amiable Mr^ Gilpin was a strikuif 
instance of this kind. In his various tonrs he seems to 
have attended (as indeed he professed to do) to soahsely 
any thing else, and even in his views itnd landscape he 
drew them not as they were» but as they ought to have . 
been, to produce the desired picturesque effect. 
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Every kind of virtuoso has liis darling atteii* 
tion, and each one* isr the source of some plea* 
sure unknown lo the rest of the world. Why 
may not we share in them all ? What a vene- 
ration hds the antiquary for dust and mould? 
How pleased is the collector of rarities^ with 
moths and shells^ nay^ with what many of us 
should look upon as the refuse and deformities 
of niiture. These good people^ as much aa 
they despise one another, have, all of them 
reason on their side, as far as it will carry 
them. But when attached to one particular 
thing, we indulge our fondness to an extra- 
vagance^ then ridicule comes in, with a just 
reproof. But this belongs only to the degree, 
to the immoderate fondness ; for in some mea- 
sure, every thing deserves a pleased attention. 
The flower, tlie butterfly, the shell, has ex- 
quisite beauty: the herb, invaluable use*. 
* Every species of learning is an improvement 
to hum^n nature: and those of which the use 
is not obvious, may tend, perhaps, to import- 
ant discoveries yet unthought of. Antiquitv is 
truly venerable, its simplicity amiable, its annals 

* And this our life exempt from public haimt. 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing. 

Shakespeare. As you like it, Act II. 



Essay xx. 185 

instruclive. Modern refinements have their 
merit. The most trifling gaieties of social life 
exhilarate the hearty and polish the manner^. 
One might as fairly number the sands on the sea 
shore^ as reckon up the multitude of things^ 
that may afford a wise and reasonable plea* 
sure. Were our lives here stretched out to 
some thousands of years, we might still be 
learning or enjoying something new^ Yet 
this consideration does not make long life at 
all desirable, since our advantages in anotiier 
state will be superior at all, that our best im- 
provements can help us to acquire in this. 



•/ . 
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ESSAY XXL 



On Reflection as the Source of Cheerfulness. 

How vain, and how vexatious is iHe flutter 
of the world! Even I, who am sufficiently 
sensible, perhaps too much so, to its pleasures 
and amusements, can find, after a little while, 
my spirits quite worn out by them, and learn 
from a frequent experience, that reflection 
of the most serious sort, is the only true and 
lasting source of cheerfulness. 

As most of our affections here take their 
deepest tilige from the workings of imagina- 
tion, so there are perhaps scarce any, that 
will maintain their terrifying shapes against 
the calm efforts of reason : but, when amidst 
the hurry of a mixed and varied scene, we 
give them only now and then a transitory 
glance, these airy phantoms cast a gloom and 
horror over our wholfe lives. It is then, that 
poverty and pain, and sickness, disgrace and 
disappointment, nay satiety itself, strike upon 
our unguarded fancies, in the most dreadful 
manner. Our hearts are filled with sorrow, 

5 
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and poured out in ungrateful complainings. 
Cool reflection alone can disdain these bug- 
beai-s of the mind : and to one who compre- 
hends so far as our bounden understandings, 
can comprehend, the universal scheme of 
Providence, few of its particular dispensations 
will appear severe, while every present suf- 
fering is overbalanced by a glorious futurity. 

How naturally the contemplation of what 
is most melancholy, leads to the most enliven- 
ing hopes, may be seen in some verses, whidli 
I will insert here, and which flowed from a 
natural chain of thoughts from tlie trifling, 
but gloomy incident of a bell tolling al mid- 
night. 



Hark ! with what solemn toll the midnight hell 
Summons Reflection to her dnsky cell : 
-With leaden sonnd it dully strikes the ear, 
Bids Horror wake and careless Fancy hear ; 
Chill'd Fancy hears with awful gloom opprest. 
Thus by the deep-felt worldless voice addrest. 

Wake mortal! wake from Pleasure's golden dream. 
The present gay pursuit, the future scheme ; ' 
The vain regret of hours for ever past, 
The vain deUghts in joys not made to last : 
The vainer prying into future days, 
Since, '"re to-morrow's sun exerts its rays. 
My toll may speak them vain to thee. Thy fears. 
Thy hopes, thy wishes vain, and vain thy tears. 
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What tfien to thee/ whose folded limbs shall rest 
In the dark bosom of the sabled. chest. 
What will it then import to thee if fame. 
With flatt'ring accents, dwells upon thy name. 
Or spams thy ^ost, or if, thy moold'ring form 
Safe from life's dang'rous calm, or dreadfol storm. 
Sleeps in the concave of a well-tam'd tomb 
By marble Cupids moum'd amid the gloom 
Of some old Abbey, venerably rude. 
In Cothic pride : or in some solitude 
Beneath the spreading hawthorn's flow'ry shade, 
Crown'd with fresh grass and waving fern is laid : 
Trod, in some public path, by frequent feet 
Of passing swains, or deck'd by vi'lets sweet : 
Nameless, unheeded, till a fiiture day 
Shall animate to bliss the lifeless clay. 

Or whether gaily past thy festive hours, 
Bath'd in rich oils, and crown'd with blooming flowers ; 
Or pinch'd with want, and pin'd with wasting care. 
All joys, all griefs, alike forgotten there. 
The part well acted, gracious heaven assign'd. 
If of the kingy ihe warrior or the hind. 
It matters not : or whether deck'd the scene 
With pomp, and show, or humble, poor and mean. 
The colouring of life's picture fades away. 
When to these shades succeeds a clearer day. 
The colouring partial Fortune blindly gave, 
Debas'd the imperial figure to a slave. 
In glitt'ring robes, bade shapeless monsters glow. 
And in a crown oonceai'd the servile brow. 
Perhaps false lights on well-drawn figures thrown. 
Scarce cautious Virtue would her image own : 
But when the gloss of titles, wealth, and pow'r. 
Of Youth's short charm, and Beauty's fading flow'r. 
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Before Troth's dazzling sun shall fade away. 
And the bare out-lines dare the piercing ray. 
Then if the pencil of thy life has trac'd 
A noble form, with full proportion grac'd, 
A model of that image heav'n imprest 
In the first thoughts of thy untainted breast, 
Whate'er the painting Fortune's hand bestow'd. 
Whether in crimson folds thy garments flow'd. 
Or rags ungraceful, o'er thy limbs were thrown. 
Thy ev'ry virtue overlook'd, unknown ; 
An eye aU-judging. an aU-poVrful hand 
The bou^teous pallet shall at length command. 
Reject the vicious shape that shrinks away, 
IStript'of thoise robes, that drest it once so gay. 
Excuse tlie imperfect form, if well design'd, 
"W^Qre the weak stroke betray'd the enlighten'd 
Grant every ornament and ev'ry aid 
On ev'ry failing cast the proper shade^ 
And bid eftcb smiling virtue stand display'd; 
Improving ev'ry part, with skill divine, 
TiU the fair piece in full perfection jshioQ. 
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i:SSAY XXII. 



On the Employments of Ldfe. 

Why is it that almost all employments are 
so unsatisfactory, and that when one hath 
past a day of common life, in the ' b6st way 
one can, it seems, upon reflection, to be so 
mere a blank? And what is tlie coiiclusion to 
be drawn from so mortifying an bbser vatioif ? 
Certainly not any conclusion in faVbuf of 
idleness : for employment, a3 such,, is a very 
valuable thing. Let us have done ever, so 
little, yet if we have done our best, we have 
the merit of having been employed, and this 
moral merit is the only thing of importance in 
human life. 

To complain of the insignificancy of our 
employments, is but another name for repi- 
ning at that Providence, which has appointed, 
to each of us, our station : let us but fill that 
well, to the utmost of our power, and what- 
ever it be, we shall find it to have duties and 
advantages enough. 

But whence, then, is this constant dissatis- 
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faction of the human mind ; this restlessness^ 
this perpetual aim at something higher and 
better, than, in the present state, it ever can 
attain ? Whence, but from its celestial birth, 
its immcNTtal nature, framed for the noblest 
pursuits and attainments, and in due time, to 
be restored to all this dignity of being, if it 
does but behave properly in its present hu*^ 
miliation. 

Be that as it will, there is something painful 
in this strong sense of worthless ness and 
meanness^ that must make people of leisure 
and reflection pass many an uneasy hour. 
Perba^ there is nothing better fitted to wean 
us from, life : but in dmug that, it by no means 
ought. to hinder tu$ from industry and content- 
va&A. > Every sta,tion, ev^ry profession, every 
t,rade has its pro|)er set of emjiloymients,^ of 
which it is aa indispensable duty far every 
person to inform themselves with care^ aud to 
execute with patience, perseverance>:anfldili* 
gfioce^ ; JX\m rule of duty holds^ ^om the 
emperor to the artisan : for though the em- 
ployments are different, the duty, that enforces 
them, is the same, in all. Man is born to 
labour: it is the condiliou of his loping : and 
the greatest cannot exempt themselves from it, 
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If we consider weU> we shall fitid^ that alt 
employments^ in thin transient scene/ . come 
pretty much to khe same nothingness.-^Th0 
labours of those who were busy and bustling 
on this globe^ five or six hundred years "agb-^ 
what now remains of them^ but the -merit; tto 
the persons themselves^ of having been well 
employed ! How many valuable books, the 
employment, and the worthy one, of whole 
lives, have perished long ago, -with the very 
name of their authors ! The strongest monu- 
ments of human art and industry, . obeliries, 
temples, pyramids, are mouldered into di»)t, 
and the brittle monumente* of female* diligence 
in pye-crust^ are' not more totally lost to the 
wcurld* To found an empire vi^as enou^ to 
gain a sort of immortality ; yet the empires 
themselves have proved mortal ^. 

There are certainly some employments of a 
noble, and a happy kind, but in no degree> 
answerable bo our ideas : for the best we can 
do, is most poor, whether we would improve 



Empires die ; where now . - • « ?' 



The Roman ? Greek ? They stalk an empty name ! 
Yet few regard them in this nsefiil light ; 
Tho* half our learning is their epitaph. 

Youngs Night Thoughts^ ik. 

FubtUh^abmU 1745. 
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oui'selves, or do gobd to our fellow-creatures, 
in comparison of the capacity of our mind, 
in its original /State ; which resembles some 
vast Roman amphitheatre, that once con- 
tained myriads of happy people within its 
ample round ; defaced and ruined, it can now 
scarcely afford shelter from the sudden storm, 
to a few silly shepherds *. 

'* As in those domes where Cassars onoe bore sway, 
Defac'd by time, and tott'ring in decay. 
There in the ruin, heedless of the dead. 
The shelter-seeking peasant builds his shed. 
And, wond'ring man could want the larger pile, 
Exists, and owns his cottage with a smile. 

GoUkmitKs " Traveller;' printed 1765. 

A smgular coincidence of idea ; for Miss Talbot died in 
1769, and her health had been too bad, for several years 
before, to allow her to compose. 
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ESSAY XXIII. 



On Resignation to the WiU of Ptfomd^nce. '• 

It is too common, for persons, who aM 
perfectly convinced of the duty of patience and 
cheerful resignation, under great add severe 
trials, in which tlie hand of Providence is 
plainly seen, to let themselves grow fretful and 
plaintive under little vexations^ and slight 
disappointments : as if their submission in oi^e 
ta^e, gave them a right to rebel in another. M 
if there was something meritorious in Ihe^ 
greater sufferings, tliat gave them ^ claim to 
full indulgence in every trifling wish of their 
heart : and accordingly they will set their 
hearts most violently upon little reliefs and 
amusements, and complain and pity thenor. 
selves grievously, if they are at ^my time di^ 
pied. 

All this is building on a false foundatigp^, : 
The same gracious Providence, that sen^;; 
real afflictions only for our good, will, we 
may be absolutely sure, afford us such support 
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and reliefs under them, as are needful and 
fit : but it will not accommodate itself to our 
idle humour. 

To be happy, we must depend for our hap- 
piness on Him alone, who is able to give it. 
Wfe must not lean on human props of any 
kind : though when granted us, we may Ihank- 
fiitiy accept and make use of them ; but 
always with caution, not to lay so much 
Weight upon them, as that the reed broken 
Under our hand, may go into it, and pierce 
it*. 

• ' ©n the loss of a friend, we must not say, 
fj|£9 and that person, this and that amusement 
shall be my relief and support. But — to 
Plpovidence I must submit — Providence will 
sUpport me in what way it sees proper.— -The 
n^ans on which I must depend, under tlmty 
afe a careful and cheerful performance of, and 
an acquiescence in whatever is my duty. I 
nfkt^ accommodate myself to all its appoiht- 
ifi^its : and be they health or languor, a dull, 
or an active and gay life ; a society agreeable 
to' tay fancy, or one that is not, or none at 
illV'if I do but endeavour to keep up this 
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right disposition, and behave accordingly, 
nothing ought to make me melancholy, or 
unhappy, nothing can, nothing shall. For- 
ward beyond this life, in this case I not only 
may, but ought to look, with joy and hope, 
with cheerfulness and alacrity of spirit. For- 
ward in this life, it is not only painful, but 
faulty to look either with anxiety, or with 
self-flattering schemes. Yet on this present 
scene, from day to day, and forward, so far 
as is necessary to the duty of prudence, I may 
look with a smile of content and gratitude : 
for every day has something, has innumerable 
things good and cheerful in it, if I know but 
how to make the best of it. 

In a change of situation, think not like a 
child, of the toys you leave, and the toys you 
shall find, to make you amends for them. All 
play-things are brittle. Think not, Uke a 
grazing animal, that you have changed one 
pasture for another : and shall graze on this, 
or that herb here, with delight : " The herb 
^* withereth, the flower fadeth" every where. 
But think, like a reasonable creature. — ^This 
change was apointed for me: acquiescence is 
my duty: duty must be my support. Yet I 
know, such is the condescendence of infinite 
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goodness, that I shall have many a slighter 
relief, and agreeableness thrown in : but these 
we by the bye : not to be reckoned on before- 
Jiand, nor to be grieved for^ if they fail or 
intermit. 
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On the Happiness derived from Soctetj/. 

What are my ideas of happiness ? Nega- 
tive ones present themselves first. A freedom 
from guilt — from self-disUke — from fear— from 
vexation — from languor — from pain — from 
sorrow* 

The joy of early youlh and early morning, 
that is, vigour and capacity for continual im- 
provement, and a long space before one to 
exert them in, with a variety of new and 
noble objects. -But, alas, how am I fitted for 
this, who have acquired such strong habits of 
loitering indolence — lost all power of applica- 
tion. 

Therefore application, a habit of it ought 
to be re-acquired, though the objects of it 
here, are looked upon with the indifference 
Ih^y so highly deserve. 

The approbation, and protection, and guid-< 
ance of the good, wise, amiable^ and great- 
how much have I undeservedly experienced 
of that, even here ! But mixed with a pain? 
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fulnesBj and degree of suspicion^ from feeling 
that J am nothing, and have no daini to it: 
and that the best of iliem are but a degree 
above nothing: are fallible, and may be de- 
ceived, in me, or mislead me : are mortal, 
and must forsake me, and leave me. — But 
look higher, and there is a power, that can 
make us what it will, and goodness that wills 
our happiness, and wisdom, that can fully fit 
us for itf and majesty and amiableness— no 
expression can reach the ideafl, that fill tlitt 
soul, in this contemplation and hope. Total 
solitude in the enjoyment of thoughts like 
these, seems, to me, high happiness. — But the 
corruptible body would soon prei!$s down the 
mind: the exhausted spirits would sink into 
wretchedness, and there would be a self-re* 
proach for the neglect of social duties. Ther» 
will be. duration enough for all, hereafter, and 
strength for every various exertion. Therq 
are some poor pleasures here, which are only 
such, because the mortal frame requires them, 
as it does food, and sleep. These are what 
one calls relaxations, amusements, trifles, that 
unbend the mind, and vary its ideas agree* 
aWy. The sight of gay flowers, or sunny 
landscapes; the song of birds; the sportings 
of innocent imaginatioui in some trifling book; 
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the gaieties of young animals^. I am very 
thankful for tliese, in their season, but past 
the moment they are necessary, the landscape 
soon fades, if seen by one's self alone ; and 
the book gives it quite another kind of delight, 
if read in a society, that are equally pleased. 
The amusement of animals, is from seeing 
them happy, and all this tends to promote 
right dispositions, as the coutempkttioh of 
beautiful objects, and sweet sounds, raises the 
mind to grateful adoration. 

The mortal pleasure I can the least know 
how to lay out of my ideas, is the sweet for- 
getfulness of quiet and refreshing sieep: a 
great blessing Aere, but only here where :lhere 
are cares, and fears and follies to be forgot 
But if not indulged beyond needful refresh- 
ment, it ought, surely, while we are here, to 
be accepted with humble thankfulness. 

The joys of society are of all others, most 
mixed with pain« Yet where all are perfect, 
and where all are happy, how sublime must 

* How i^iucb deligbt the piotift bs well ais elegant miod 
ef Miss Talbot received from tbese iniUK^nt trifles is par- 
ticularly . observable in her Letter^ tQ Mrs^ Carter froio^ 
Caddesden. 

Ste the *' SeHu of IdttersT Vol I 
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they be * ! Alas my great, my continual 
failure is in social duties ! Why ! Because I 
am almost continually in society* In solitude, 
one has nothing to do, but to cherish good 
and pleasing dispositions. In society, at every 
unguarded moment, bad and painful ones 
break out, and fill one with shame, remorse, 
and vexation. Selfishness shews its ugly 
bead: little contradictions excite vehemence 
of temper, to put out its claws : talkativeness 
prates away the inestimable hours, without 
use or pleasure. Even good humour, and 
easiness of temper must be restrained and 
mortified, else they lead to criminal negli- 
gence, and destructive extravagance. The 
justest affections must be regulated, else they 
lie down the heart too much. On the con- 
trary, justice and gratitude demand often, 
that our kindest affections should be excited 
and exprest, where natural temper and incli- 
jnation do not prompt them. We ought with 
4he strictest eye of justice to distinguish right 
and wrong in characters, and yet with the 
tenderest charity to overlook, and compas- 

♦ And how noble is even the slight insight which the 

Inspired writer has given us into it ! 

Se% Heb) xii. 22, 23, 24. 
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dionate ten thousand lesser faults and disa* 
gieeablenesses. 

In short, the life of society is the hfe of con** 
stant, unremitting. mortification, and self-de- 
nial. It is this, that makes the only useful 
liarcLship of the cloister, not the fastings, hair- 
cloths, vvalchings, and disciplines. But it is 
really still harder in uncloistercd society. To 
keep the mind in right frame, amid ten thou- 
sand interruptions: to be regular, and di!i^ 
gent, witliout the possibility of any settled 
plan : to spread cheerfulness when one is not 
fdeased : to support in one's self, when others 
are dejected — and a sad look, or a sad word, 
from those I love, sinks my heart : as a good 
word, and a smile raises it instantaneously. 

But far, for better than the cloistered rules 
of man's foolish arid arbitrary invention, the 
life of society, with all its self-denials, is the 
apipointment of the Almighty. Every indivi- 
dual, of human society, is ennobled, and en- 
deared by its relation to him. For the mean- 
est 6f these, Christ died. Our lovfe to each 
other, to every one of each other, is the proof 
required of our being his disciples. 

Selfishness therefore must be continually 
overcome, except where some real harm, or 
great pain may be avoided by very slight in- 



Effsay XX iJ^. 90S 

conv^aience : and th^n it shoirid not be cuu** 
ningly contrived, but openly requested: and 
if granted, accepted as a favoor, or tlie re- 
fusal cheerfully acquiesced iui. 

But, m otlier respects, how can we do good? 
Follow as God's providence leads, each in hi« 
station, within his bounds, and within his 
capacity. Above all keep up cheerfulniess 
and good humour. An air of dissatisfaction 
is doubly faulty. It belies your eternal hopes, 
and disheartens all around you. — But coui- 
versation is so empty, so useless.~Keep it 
peaceable and innocent, at least. Restrain 
talkativeness in yourself, that you may think 
a little, how to introduce somewhat useful: 
but do not strive too much. Mere good hu- 
mour is very useful : it tunes the mind. Do, 
in every thing, the best you can: and trust 
in better merits, that it shall be accepted. 
Look forward to the conversation of angels, 
and perfected spirits : of those whom you have 
loved, and who have loved you amidst all 
your mutual imperfections here. There will 
be nothing but joy, and eternal improvement 
All joined in executing the divine will, and 
dwelling on its praises. No more fear of 
sorrow, or parting: no more doubts and jea- 
lousies of yourself: no anxieties for them: 
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all fixed and secure. Of past sorrows and 
frailties will remain only the everlasting gra- 
titude of those who have been relieved, and 
forgiven. Each to other^ in their due de- 
grees : all supremely^ to their God and Sa» 
Yiour! 



^SSAY XXV* 



On Trust in Providence. 

This is a day * I have cause to bless. Let 
no gloomy thought come near it. But can I 
keep out of my mind, the thought of such a 
friend, as I so lately had ; with a whole train 
of ideas attending that thought? No; un- 
doubtedly: but let me think of that friend, 
and regulate those ideas, as I ought. Let 
ine, with humble, joyful gratitude, consider, 
in how many excellent beings I have the in- 
terest of an affectionate and beloved friend. 
Glories of the world ! I look down upon you : 
my happiness, my boast are of a higher kind. 

These friends are, at present, far separated 
from one another, but all happy: and in a 
blessed hereafter, I am permitted humbly but 
joyfully to hope, that we shall all be eternally 
re-united. What mutual gratulations, what 
tender recollections must attend that re-union I 
And oh, what unspeakable gratitude ai^d 

* Probably her birth-day. 
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adoration to him, through whose blessed re- 
demption, that blijjs shall be attained, and 
•^ this 'mortal put on immortality!" The frail 
human heart can hardly bear the transport 
of the thought ! This idea is too vast, and 
too bright, — Yet, it is not 'a fairy vision, but 
a steadfast, eternal truth. 

Far-away, then, all melancholy apprehen- 
sions of death, of pain, of prfrting, mere sha- 
dows every one ! For what is pain ? An hour 
of trial, the proof of our faith, patience and 
fortitude*— What is death? The entrance 
i3jx)n our rei^ard, the end of our dangers and 
perplexities, the point to which we have been 
tending from our birth. — What is parting.'^ 
More bitter in itself than death, because it 
feaves us destitute of our dearest supports, in 
a ^late wherein we seem to need them most. 
This then, a» the severest pain, is the no- 
l>lest trial. And are we not sure that we are 
in the hands of a merciful God, whose every 
attribute is engaged to lay no more upon us, 
than OOP own faith and own sincere endeavour* 
concurring, he will enable us to bear, to 
triumph over ? 

We are born into this world poor helpless 
creatures: but parents, friends, protectors are 
provided to conduct us up to maturity. An 
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ftll-gracious Providence works by what variety 
of instruments it sees fit: but fit instruments 
it never wants, and never can want. The 
seeds of good and evil grow up with us: at 
least, the enemy sows his tares so early that 
they soon overtake the grain. To root out 
the one, and to cherish the other, is the busif- 
ness of life. What is it, to us, by what means, 
or by what change of hands, the Master of 
the harvest vouchsafes to do this? since our 
great concern is only, that it be effectually 
done, and then, we are well assured, that He 
^ will gather the wheat into his garner." 

He, who has given the former rain in its 
season, will not deny the latter rain, also, to 
the diligent and pious husbandman. Where 
a merciful Providence has remarkably blest 
the earlier part of life, tlie well-disposed heart 
need not fear, that the later years of it shall 
be left destitute. Every fit support and 
guidance shall be provided: nay every com*» 
fort and delight, that contradicts not some 
©till kinder intention, or more important aim* 

Sufferings belong to human nature. Of 
these, some persons have a larger, some a 
lighter share, and this indiscriminately, in 
some measure, to bad and good. This *ip- 
poiotment is for wise reasons, some of which 
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even our poor shallow understandings can 
trace. But the good are assured that they 
A\d\\ never want any necessary support, under 
their sufferings: and to know that they are 
liable to them, is one appointed trial of their 
faith, of their submission. A true Christian 
knows, that all tliese things shall finally work 
together for his good. Why then should he 
dread any of them? 

But when these sufferings are actually 
present, how must they be supported? — cheer- 
fully. To those who know, that all is, on 
the \vlK)le, well, every passing day brings its 
amusement and relief: and let these be thank- 
fully accepted. Those who are removed out 
of this world are happy: they are removed 
in God's good time. Those, who are con- 
tinued in it, must rejoice in every comfort, 
that attends their continuance: must be 
thanklxil for eveiy added year. For, is not 
life a blessing ? May not this added time be 
improved to most excellent purposes ? Let this 
then be our endeavour. 

While continued in human society, let us 
preserve a sociable, a friendly spirit. Let our 
joyfuf affectionate remembrance attend those, 
who are removed already into a higher class 
of beings. But let our active love be exerted 
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towards all our fi^low-travellerd : and let it 
be our aim^ .so.far as we are. enalbled^ to lead 
many along with us towards those happy 
mansions. This, at present, it seems, is the 
only work we are fit for; and is it not a blessed^ 
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^^ Be g;lad, O ye righteous, and rejoice in 
Ihfr'LiNrd, for a good and pleasant thing it 



^^ is to be thankful ! 
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fiSSAY XXVf. 



< • I 



On tJie Necessity of innocent Amusemiwt^ 
' ■ • , ■ • . ■ • . '■•.'"• 

AnciitMSKT is iisefal and laudable^ ndt when 
it draws the mind from religious subjects (m 
this view the world uses it and is destroyed by 
it^ but when it takes the thoughts from such 
sorrows as are merely temporal, and imaginary, 
and so refits them for that better employment, 
which, without this harmless medium, they 
could not so soon or so well have resumed. 
The idle mind flies improvement as its enemy, 
and seeks amusement as its end. The Chris- 
tian heart has but one home, one joy, one 
pursuit. But from this home it is too oflen 
detained: from this joy it is too often shut 
out: in this pursuit it is, too often, hindeied, 
by the frailty of human nature, the necessary 
attentions and engagements of Ufe, the attach- 
ments of affinity, and friendship. 

On this side eternity, cares and sorrows will 
be felt, in some degree, by the best : but the 
Christian, who knows that it is his absolute 
duty to Tejoice, dud. give thanks, in every 
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thing, indulges not tliose gkK)n(iy Irours, nor 
wilfully harbodrs one meiancboly thouglit. 
Yet slriviiig with such thoughts, is only td be 
worse efitdngled in them. At such titnes the 
good and humble mihd, accepts tlmnkfUUy 
the assistance of the veriest irifie, the too«t 
commofi And uninteresling object, ot etnploy- 
ttient) that can disajjate the present chain bf 
yaifi and tiresome thought: iind this chain 
ftiice broken, it flies with recruited vigour Xd 
iW tnie hotne^ ^^ as a bird out of the snatffe/' 
' By ponmion and uninteresting objects, f 
ineati only to exclude *aH indulgences of 
fancy and imagination, and such amusetMnt^ 
as teetti ihterefifting> because they indeed sooth 
the disposition, which we suppose burselves 
flying fronij as, for example, mefaricholy 
ijMtsic, afKl poetically solemn scenes^ But, itt 
a higher view, the least floWfer of the field, is 
a more interesting object than the proude^ 
^la:ce. For what object can be smalt ttt 
aninterestingy that is the Work and gift of the 
Almighty! This flower, or insect, or shell, 
would Asp»ia say, is giveri to me, at this in* 
^nt, by ev^ef present, ever watchftrl goodness, 
to oaU off my thoughts from their present vain 
anxiety/ w i^nful regret, to the thankful con- 
templation of a gracious Creator and Re- 

p2 
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deemer.— This employment, this ccmipauy, 
that calls my present attention from subjects, 
it could wish to pursue,, though it pursues 
them to its hurt: this dull and unedifying 
company, this dry and trifling employment, is^ 
in the order of Providence, a kind remedy, 
to unbend my mind, and thereby restore its 
strength. M such I will thankfully accept 
it, and cheerfully turn myself to it: for if I 
am absent in company, I had better be alone ; 
my soul is ecjually wastipg its strength, in 
earnest thought, and melancholy recollection, 
and my appearance discredits the cause of 
religion. 

These are tlie reasons that make it a duty 
to open the mind to every innocent pleasure: 
to tlie admiration of every rural object, to 
harmless pleasantry and mirth, to such a ge« 
neral acquaintance with arts and sciences, 
trades and manufactures, books and men, as 
sliall enable us to attend to, and to be amused, 
in some degree, with every scene, and with 
every conversation. TJiere is just the same 
pride in resolving, that our minds shall be 
always employed on the stretch, as in ima- 
gining that our reason is a competent judge 
of all subjects : human frailty and imperfec- 
tion, alike forbids both. The Israelites ga- 

6 



Essay xxvi. 313 

thered their manna, from day today: so should 
we our temporal pleasures, and comforts, and 
trust him to provide for to-morrow, who sup- 
plied us yesterday. When, through eagserness 
and fondness of mind, we hoard up, by anxious 
schemes and wishes, a portion for ourselves, it 
breeds but corruption. Only in the ark can 
it be laid up safe *. 

'*'' This poetic and beaatifxil illustration may not perhaps 
be well understood by those who a^e not very conversant 
with Bible history. 

See Exod. xvi. 20 and 33. 
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CHARACTER OF A GUARDIAN ANGEL. 



LETTER! 



The curiosity you expressed in a conversa- 
tion, which we heard with pleasure, we may 
within those limits you acknowledged just, 
be permitted to gratify. New discoveries 
must not be expected— Could you explain to 
a child the delights afforded by science? Or 
to one born blind the exquisite sensations pro- 
duced by light and beauty? But so far as 
may be collected from what hath been re- 
vealed, we are ready and delighted to assist 
and guide your search. Startle not at the 
darkness which is before you, and the irre- 
mediable gulph that miist be passed. From 
that bourn, one traveller hath returned, and re- 
turning, irradiated the gloomy shades with 
beams of celestial light. In that human form, 
though cloathed with splendour inexpressible, 
he shall again return *. Each guardian angel 
shall then attend the charge, whom, through 
all the scenes of mortal life, he had endea- 

* See Acts i. 11, and Matt, xxy* 31. 
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voured to protect * ; and who having by 
humble faith and sincere obedience secured 
tJie supreme protections was in the closing 
hour committed to his peculiar care* How 
ineffectual at that dark season are the teq^ 
derest soothings of mortal friends ! Yet even 
ti^ose soothings, though blended by sympathy 
for the distress wbid} mingles with them^ are 
dear to the sickening heart* But there i^ 9oe 
who can in the most trying moment speak it 
into instantftjieous and eternal joy. By hiro 
commissioned^ how joyfully do v>e receive the 
wearied comhats^nt— But weariness is vanished ; 
p^in and sorrow are for ever gone \ and all 
his sympathy now is with rejoicing, and con* 
gratulating angeb* Among the many noan^ 
sions in the house of our heavenly Father, 
on^ rawt delightful be assured there i^, as 
Qompletely prepared for the abode and happi^ 
nef^a of the separated spirits of the jusi, a^ thi» 
e^rtb of your's is for the roingled society of 
mortal naew. Hpwever far the distance of 

* Tki» ia a 4aqtriw whjcb, tbougl^ not e:$prQi$s^ twgM 

in Scripture^ yet receives some count^nanpe from nasi$9^e9 
in it. In heaven their angels do ahioays lishold ihefac^ 
of my Father whieh i$ in heaven. Matt. XTi& 10. ' Ape 
they not all ministring spirits, sent forth to minister foi^ 
them who shall h^hwf ^fmkHitifm* Mfbif I* ^if 
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this Paradise, the penitent thief found scarcely 
any interval between that and Calvary^ 
Whatever its employments, for spiritual beings 
are ever active, im4gine not that they can 
alter the state of its final account. That at 
the hour of death is irrevocably closed. As 
thp tree falleth * so shall it lie. If stunted 
here no other spring shall ever add to its 
growth : if it was hitherto unfruitful, no fu- 
ture autumn shall enrich its idle branches. 
Bttl still, there may be employments nura-r 
bedess^ more delightful than you cau conceive. 
New faculties may be expanding-^but enough 
fjpis this opce. Think frequently of the^ so- 
lemn^ tliese f^Kalting subjects ; but think nqt 
too intensely. Let not the speculatioos of 
eternity encroach on the duties of time. In 
this only mm yoi| cai) exercise the human 
virtues — go, relieve the distressed; sympathtw 
with fbe affliclejd; rejoice with th* innooeatly 
cheerful; cement the ties of friendship; pro* 
mote th0 inseparable cau^ pf religiou and 
virtue; enjoy and improve the comforts of 
society ; and jmtiently aiflfer the infirmities 
and sorrows pf mortality. One morning in 
the week you shall find a Letter on the table 
from 

Your Guardian though youi: 

Fellow-Servant. 

* Eccles. xi. 3. 



LETTER II- 



The week is come round, and you expect 
to find another Letter; but affected as you 
are, my poor mortal charge, with every 
variety of the wintry season, are you fit to 
attend to these sublimer subjects ? Attempt 
not contemplations beyond your little strength. 
Be satisfied tliat the time will come when we' 
shall be permitted freely and delightfully to 
discourse with you, because then you will be 
able to bear and to comprehend our discourse. 
Know you not that " eye hath not seen nor 
** ear heard" those things which Almighty 
goodness hath prepared ; and how then should 
we convey to you any ideas of them ? But so 
much you may know, and therefore should 
knoyv^ as may fill you with cheerful hope, 
and excite you to ardent pursuit of the inesti- 
mable prize. And yet amid the toils and 
miseries of mortal life, it might seem that 
merely negative descriptions might content 
you. To rest from care and sorrow— to in- 
dulge without a fault a long sweet unmolested 
repose, in the assurance of )vaking to a joyous 
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everlasting morning! Might not this, my 
indolent charge, well satisfy your wishes for 
the present ? No. You would fain know if 
this sleep is at least varied by delightful 
dreams, as you suspect that your mind even 
in sleep is never totally idle. But I must not 
let you fisirther into the theory even of dreams 
than your own observations may lead you. 
What hint was it you caught so long ago in 
Mr. Locke of sleeping meditations ? Pursue it 
if you can. Observe you not sometimes that 
you wake out of quite a different sort of world 
from that to which your days are accustomed ? 
And yet at the time all its scenery has appeared 
familiar to you, and not unpleasing *. On 
your efforts to grasp them by recollectioh the 
thin ideas shrink away, and in a few moments 
are quite vanished. Strive not to retain them 
— the talents committed to your trust now, are 

* It is an idea prevalent in the East, that the soul quits 
the body, and is actually present in the scenes represented 
in the dream. Some Christians also seem to entertain a 
similar opinion. The late learned Mr. Person was col- 
lecting materials towards forming a theory of this kind ; 
and made anxious enquiries of his friends whether they, 
bad ever distinctly dreamt of any known animal when 
dead ; obviously supposing that the soul, in its nocturnal 
excursions, could have no communication with those de- 
ceased creatures which have no souls* . / 
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your waking adiv^e hours. Perhaps but few 
reniain. Improve them to the utmost : then 
shall you ^ve up your account with joy. But 
where> you ask, are now Uiose oompauions of 
your former years, whose time of trial is over, 
wbose trust is discharged,^ who no longer 
miiigle in this active scene, for whom tiw son 
rises and sets no more ? Where ? Why equally 
in the divine presence as yourself — recollect 
you not the time, in former days of fancy^ 
when you fondly delighted to contemplate the 
moon because a favourite distant friend mij^t 
pOBsifoly at the sam® time be gazing on the 
same bright object? This foncy seemed to 
cancel distance, and bring you near together^ 
Think then that not the tvaning moon but the 
source of glory shines on them vrith the sam^ 
gracious beams, that in mercy extend even to 
you. But, oh ! with how much bright^ lustre ? 
Yet should they, for reasons infinitely wise and 
kind, be kept for a while in unconscious se- 
curity, consider that to them, who are now 
become heirs oi eternity^ a thousand years^ 
will pass over as one day — while to you one 
day ought to seem as important as a thousand 
years, since millions of ages may depend upOD 
it. Oh learn to improve it well. To awaken 
you to diligence with the continual repetition 

1 
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of this important lesson^ I amuse your curiosity, 
and converse with you in this umisual manner, 
on the subject that has most excited it. Me- 
ditate often on futurity : but not so as vainly 
to trifle away present time. This is certain, 
^Mit the friends you loved, exist now sisrmlly 
WB when you conversed with them, and iiioch 
nore happily^ A more in£allil^e word than 
fnine hath assured you, that they are blessed : 
that they re^ from their iabourB: and that 
tfkeir works Jblhw them. Foilow them now^ 
^» ottgiht you know, with a pleasing though 
Immble consciousness of faithful though im- 
. perfect endeavours: and will follow tliem 
OKI that great day^ for which all otlier days 
M6 maide> with a crown of everlasting praise 
smA joy. 
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LETTER III 



Your meditations have been busy again 
about unseen futurities ; your eye is impatientiy 
cast every morning on your table, and you 
eagerly expect another Letter from your iovi^- 
sible attendant ; though you have yet learnt 
nothing new from either of the former. There 
is somewhat in your curiosity that ought fiir 
your good to be checked, and yet somewhat 
laudable in it that deserves to be. indulged. 
Your thoughts cannot be more nobly employed^ 
nor fixed on a more absolute certainty than 
that future state which now engages theai. 
There is also a grateful affection to many dear 
friends whom you once justly numbered among 
your greatest earthly blessings, that makes you 
fondly inquisitive into their actual situation 
and employment. That their situation is 
happy and certain ; that they are in peace ; 
that the souls of the righteous are in the Juind 
of God, and there shall no torment touch them; 
that our common Lord will raise them up ai 
the last day, body and soul ; and call them to 
a participation of his ineffable Joy ; of all this 
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you are infallibly assured. And can you not. 
be contented to live by such a faith ? Must 
the fond eye of imagination needs be soothed 
with a fancied sight of pleasing scenes, and a 
Christian elysium ? Why, be it so ; the lively 
powers of sweet imagination were granted to 
the children of men with a gracious intent to 
counterbalance the low cares and frequent 
sufferings of their mortal state. It is their own 
fault when imagination is taught to excite 
'ever^^ hurtful passion, and add fresh stings to 
every pain. So far as your's can travel along 
with tolerably rational conjecture, and under 
the guidance of submissive resignation, I am 
content for the present half hour (as you mor- 
tals parcel out that pittance of duration which 
you call time} to attend her airy steps. Per- 
haps I may even help her over the first bar. 
Since as the treefaUeth so it must lie^ you are 
inclined to think there can be no increase in 
goodness during that whole length of time 
that stretches from the hour of death to the 
last period of human things : and during your 
Christian race you have been so justly taught 
to consider standing still as in effect going back, 
that you cannot form an idea how thousands 
of years should innocently and happily pass 
over creatures unimproved in their course. 
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Continual improvement is the law of your 
mortal slate of trial — he who IcHters in a race 
must lose, but he who has happily reached 
' the goal may rest. Perhaps beyond the period 
of these stai^ and planets, new amazing 
scenes of delightful activity, and extatic pro^ 
gression to inconceivable improvement, with 
still brighter crowns in view, may be for evar 
opening on the spirits of the blessed. Allow 
tliem a few ages of recruit before they are ta 
enter on the boundless barrier. Of tMs for 
the present no moie. Is your first difficulty 
removed ? As the tree falleth so it must lie. 
True : there can after your present state of 
trial is ended, be no change from bad to good* 
But who hath told you that there may be no 
change from good to better ? each spirit sliH 
keeping its own proportion, but each in that 
proportion advancing still to new degrees <rf 
knowledge, of charity, of devotion, and raptiL- 
rous gratitude ? Increase in knowledge caniK^ 
be made by such a spirit as hath by the allt 
gracious Redeemer been acceptedln the fainrf 
of death, without bringing proportionable im- 
provements in every divine affection. But thtf^ 
are no longer, as in this world rewardable^ 
since they are no longer a toil, a struggle, a 
victory ; but mere necessity of nature, an 
Q^raest and a blessed part of the infinite reward 
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which He liath obtained for all that will. Oh 
think frequently of this, my frail charge; 
think that you may attain — that you may 
forfeit your share in this inestimable blessed- 
Bess. Whoever will, may take the waters of 
life and drink freely. And will you bqstow 
your thoughts and care on broken cistefus and 
muddy streams. Think how the friends 
lyhom you have so dearly loved and lamented, 
may by this time be improved, and that if you 
press on here, you too shall hereafter attain to 
y^ur proportionable improvement. Endeavour 
even to overtake the foremost excellence. To 
awaken you out of heartless despondency — to 
rouse you from dangerous indolence, is an 
itnportant part of my commission — the shield- 
ing you from bodily peril, or reUeving you in 
painful moments, is nothing in comparison. 
What availed the temporary preservation of the 
tin profitable tree, if after all the pains bestowed, 
it was at last cut down as a cumberer of the 
ground * ? That last must soon come, but if 
the tree bear good fruit well — it will not then 
l>e cut down, but transplanted into the groves 
>f Paradise. 

* See Luke xiii. 6, &a 
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DIALOGUE I. 



Description of a Moral but not Gloomy 

Retirement. 

• My dear friend Imagination, what place 
will you allot for my Winter's habitation, 
when I have a mind to retire from the hurry 
of the town, and review the actions of every 
passing day ? 

A little hermitage, on the eastern side of 
ihe highest mountain, in the kingdom of 
Katascopia *. 

Order a set of ideas to be put to your rapid 
chariot, and transport me thither as soon a9 
(Tou please ; for I am already charmed with 
he proposal. 

A winding path leads you by an impercepti- 
ble ascent, through groves of laurels, bays^ 
does, oaks, cedars, myrjles,^ and all kinds of 
eautiful ever-greens, with which the sides 
>f the mountainsi are eternally covered, tp *a 

* Contemplation.. 
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apartment cut out in the substance.of the rock, 
and consisting: of two rboms. You enter into 
the first, through an arch hewn out, without 
much art ; and whose only ornaments are the 
ivy, with which it is almost entirely overgrown, 
and the chrystalline isicles, which winter 
hangs on the inequalities of its surface. The 
only light that it receives, is through this arch: 
and the plainness of the furniture is answerable 
to that of the building. The floor is covered 
with a kind of moss, that is always dry : and 
a couch of the same goes round the room. 
On the right side, at the further end, is a 
little stone-table, with the Hermit's usual 
furniture, a book, a skull, an hour-glass, and 
a lamp. Near the mouth of the cave is a teles- 
cope : and on the left side, a small door opens 
into a little square apartment, formed to in- 
dulge less melancholy meditations. Opposite 
to the entrance, are shelves filled with books, 
of a serious and moral nature, that take up one 
side of the room. A bed of plain \irhite dimity, 
with two chairs of the si^me, is opposite to the 
chimney, where a cheerful wood fire is con- 
tinually blazing. Near the fire is placed a 
little table, and a low seat, more for conveni^ 
ence, than show ; and the walls are covered 
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wilh a white paper, over which, a vine seems 
to spread its leafy shade. 

You have described this retirement to my 
wish. A mere hermitage would be too gloomy 
for a constant dwelHng. And yet there are 
ipany hours in which the solemnity of the out- 
ward cell, with the moon shining into it, an4 
faintly gleaming on its melancholy furniture, 
would suit my turn of thought, better than the 
brightest sun, glittering on the gayest scenes. 

I have not yet mentioned to you the most 
agreeable circumstance of the outward cell, 
its delightful and extensive view. 

Is not that obstructed by the groves of ever-? 
greens, through which you ascend to tliis seat 
of calm wisdom ? 

It is placed high enough for the spectator 
to look over their venerable tops, and see the 
current of life, a wide extended ocean, gliding 
swiftly along, at the foot of the mountain. 
Beyond it, but half concealed in woods, lie 
the happy islands, and the bleak and doleful 
regions, where all that infinite number of 
barks, that cover this immense ocean, sooner 
or later dislodge their weary passengers. The 
observations you will make, from this emi- 
nence, on the course of the sea, the various 
rocks and wUiripools, that make its passage 
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dangerous; the conduct of the pilots^ and the 
behaviour of llie passengers, will give you 
important instructions, for the guidance of 
your own bark. You may even see your 
own : and by a timely observance, avoid every 
danger that threatens it, and improve every 
favourable gale, to the best advantage. 
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Enquiry how far Practice has kept pace vyith 

Intention. 

What have you done, this Summer ? 

Rode, and laughed, and fretted. 

What did you intend to do? 

To learn geography, mathematics, decimal 
fractions, and good humour: to work a screen, 
draw copies of two or three fine prints, and 
read abundance of history : to improve my 
memory, and restrain my fancy: to lay out 
my time to the best advantage : to be happy 
myself, and make every body else so. 'J^o 
read Voltaire, Newton, Whiston's Euclid and 
Tillotson's Sermons. 

Have you read nothing? 

Yes : some of the Sermons ; Mrs. Rowe's 
Works: the Tale of a Tub; a book of Dr. 
Watts's; L'Histoire du Ciel; Milton, and 
abundance of plays and idle books. 

Do you remember nothing of your geo- 
graphy? 

Not so much as what belongs to England. 

Mathematics — 

7 
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Turn my head. 

And wliat is your fine head good for? 

To wear a pair of Brussels lappets^ or spio 
out extravagant imaginations and fancies. 

How does your arithmetic go on? 

I have bought one of the best books on the 
subject. 

And studied it? 

O no : I have not read a page in it. 

This is the way too, in which you study 
natural history? 

Yes : I have bought Reaumur's works, an4 
pet them on my shelves. 

Well ; but are you good humoured ? 

yes : mightily so^ when I am pleased an^ 
entertained. 

But a trifle puts you out of humour? 

Yes, perhaps it does : but then, I am ten 
times more out of humour with myself than 
with other people. 

So that, upon the whole, you are satisfied 
with your temper? 

Very tolerably, as the world goes. 

And do not you think yourself at all vain ? 

1 do not think, what is commonly called 
vanity, so terrible a thing, as it is generally 
reckoned. 

What do you mean by this ? 
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I mean^ that if it were possible, people ought 
to be as well acquainted with their own chat- 
racters, at least, as with those of other persons; 
and therefore ought to know their good qua- 
lities, as well as their faults. 

This, in itself, is not vanity : but it is the 
ready path to it. 

How so ? 

If you were standing ou a high hill, from 
whence you had two very different views, one 
adorned with all that can niake a landscape 
beautiful; the other l(3ading your eye through 
barren moors, dreary caverns, and frightful 
precipices: which do you think you should 
Spend most time in looking at? 

The answer is a very clear one : If I had 
no interest in either of the views, I should 
admire the fine landscape, and perhaps tjike 
a copy of it. 

Well, but suppose them both in your own 
estate? You seem to think that would make 
flome difference, in your way of proceeding. 

Yes, to be sure, a very great one. In thai 
case I should spend the greatest part of my 
time in considering, by what methods I could 
level the precipices, render the barren heaths 
fruitful^ and make that part of my estate as 
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uscAi] an(l delightful as the other: but still it 
would be necessary to observe tlie other pros- 
pect, for this very purpose of imitating it. 

If you liad not added this last reason for 
looking at the gay side of the view, you had 
proved, what was far from your intention, that 
it is our faidls, and not our perfections, which 
ought to claim our attention. 

'J'here are twenty reasons for this, besides 
that which I mentioned. To continue your 
allegory: with what spirit do you thinks it 
would be possible for a man to set about so 
difficult a work, as those improvements must 
be, if he did not know, that he had an estate 
sufficfent to support the expence, and an 
agreeable place to retire to, when he was 
wearied with his less pleasing employment .^ 

This is but one of the twenty. 

But it is strong enough to be equal to half 
a score of less weight. However, you shall 
have another — 

There is no need of it. I am sensible that 
a man ought to know the true value of what 
he possesses, both that he may enjoy it, with 
due gratitude to the giver, and that he may 
take sufficient care, to preserve it at least, and 
perhaps to improve it still further. But when 
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this is granted you will allow me, that it is 
very disagreeable for a rich man to be always 
boasting of the greatness of his estate and the 
magnificence of his palaces. 

Most certainly. Nor is it less disgustful 
to hear a man, who is well known to all the 
world to have a very considerable fortune, 
always complaining of his poverty, and, under 
a feigned humility, concealing the most hate- 
ful pride. 

So that, upon the whole, all extremes ought 
to be avoided, even though, sometimes, they 
may seefti to border upon a virtue. 

This is the rightest conclusion in the world: 
but the misfortune is, that it is no new discor 
very of ours, but has been the allowed and 
wise precept of all ages *. 

That does not make it at all the less valuable 
to us. Do you not think, we sliould be much 
happier in being able to follow the maxim, 
than in being able to give it? 

I should wish to be capable of both. 

Pray, my dear, how old are you ? 

Eighteen last May -f. 

* Virtus est medium vitiorum et utrinque red actum. 

HoR, Epist. i. 18. 
t Ify as it seems. Miss Talbot was only eighteen when 
she wrote this dialogue, she must have possessed a sur- 
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You have lived eighteen years in the world, 
you say : pray may I enquire what you have 
done in all that time? 

My life has not, as yet, been one of much 
action. I have been chiefly employed in lay- 
ing in provision of knowledge and sentiments, 
for future years. 

Well: shall 1 examine your magazine? you 
will have occasion for it all, and ought to have 
it chosen with the utmost care. 

Which will you look into first, my heart or 
my memory? Here are the keys of both. 

Your memory is next at hand. It is a pretty 
cabinet, and not one of the smallest size: but 
I have seen a japan cabinet kept in much 
better order, though it was filled only with 
shells. 

I wish you would help me to set the 
drawers a little in order. What do you meet 
with In the first ? 

Fragments of all sorts and kinds. Truly I 
think it is like a museum: there are some 
valuable things in it, but they are almost hid 
amongst mere trash. — I need look no further. 
I perceive already, that your memory is so 

prising knowledge of the human heart, and an uncom- 
lOon justnesi^ of reasoning for that early time of life. - 
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idly filled, thai your wish of giving wise 
maxims, is a very wild one. So I will con- 
clude, my dear, with advising you, to be very 
well contented, if you can but follow those 
of other people. 
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Danger of too much Prosperity without the 
Assistance of real Friends. 

Come to my assistance, my friend^ my ad- 
viser. I feel myself oppressed and low spi- 
rited, to the greatest degree ; all my thoughts 
have a disagreeable turn; my employmentsi 
seem burthensome, and my amusements in- 
sipid. A moment's serious conversation with 
you, seems the only thing that is likely to give 
me relief. 

I should little have thought, that your situa- 
tion in life required relief, or wanted any assist^ 
ance, to make you sensible of its agreeable- 
ness. 

I know, that I have every reason, except 
that which arises from merit, to think myself 
the happiest creature in the world : and no- 
body can be more fully and more gratefully 
sensible of it than I am : nor is it my reason 
that complains. 
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It is not then your situation in life^ that sinks 
your spirits. 

It is the very situation, that apswprs Cowley's 
If ish ^9 and mine : nor would I change with 
the greatest princess. 

Nor is it the want of friends to nialief that 
situation agreeable. 

In this respect, you know, that no mortal 
was ever so remarkably happy as I am. No- 
body had ever,. I believe, the advantage of 
9iich amiable examples of affectionate car^, 
guided by such excellent sense and goodness. 
I feel. too much upon this article to e:^pres8 it 
at all well: and my thoughts flow in so fast, 
that I cannot find words for them. But I was 
going to add, that nobody ever wanted this 
advantage so much as I do, whose too easy 
temper might, perhaps insensibly, follow a bad 
example, if fortune had thrown it in my way. 
But liowever that be, of this I am sure, that 
never was a mind so helpless, so distressed as 
mine would be, if it had been left in this 
wide worlds without guides, who possess all 
my love and confidence. 

Is it bad health, then, that prevents your 

* Se. his Poem so called^ p. 79. of Tonson's edition of 
1721. 

r2 
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enjoying the happiness, that seems to attend 
on all your steps ? 

Nothing .less: I never knew a painful ill- 
ness- My sleeps are sweet, and uninterrupted, 
and those slight disorders, to which I am some- 
tin>es liable, only serve to make me sensible of 
the value of the great share* of health and 
ease, which 1 for the most part enjoy : and to 
shew me the most engaging instances of good- 
ness, in those about me. I speak this so seri- 
ously that I believe I scarce ever had a fever 
or coiigh in my life, that did not occasion me 
more pleasure than uneasiness: and the hours 
of retirement they have afforded me, are none 
of the least obligations which I have to them *• 

* To a weU regulated mind suffering will appear to be 
t least as beneficial a gift of God as happiaess is. So- 
^ng our moral Poet : 

Sweet are the uses of adversity. 
Which, like the toad^ ugly and .venomous. 
Wear* yet a preciouti jewel in his iiead, 
» ' As you Like.it. 
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Of the Danger and insinuating Nature cf 

• Vanity^ 

What is vanity ? 

Ask your own heart. 

And is it very blameable ? 

It destroys all the merit of every thing that 
is good : and all the grace of every thing thtjt 
is amiable. 

But may not one love to be commended? 

According as the commendation is. 

Methinks, now, it would be more vanity to 
be 80 self-sufficient, as not to wish the suffrages 
of good and wise peeple, to make one saUsfied, 
that one's conduct is^ right. ^ 

But what ;Can you say for the pleasure yopi 
feel upon being commended for trifles, or ap- 
proved by idle people? 

Why, it is but comipon good nature to 
widb to please every body, without exception> 
so far as it may innocently be done. 

Vet favour, you know, is deceitful, — ^And 
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80 far for trifles, and in things most import- 
ant, remember the strict and solemn charge, 
that we do not our good actions before men, 
to be seen of them. 

Yet we are as strictly charged to let our 
light shine before them, and to set them a good 
^xampte for the honour of reli^oi^i 

Most true. The golden medium must be 
found, nice as it is to hit: our highest interest, 
our all depends upon it. If praise be our 
aim, praise, the poor praise of wretched tten, 
shall be our barren reward. Yet if tilbor- 
dusly we hide our one talent in a napkin, even 
that tAiall be taken away from us. 

How dreadful the thoughts of mining that 
ofily approbation^ which it should be tine bu- 
siness of our life to deserve! No natural de- 
Axt i>{ the (Viendi^hip and good<^will of bur 
i^k>w-<)reatures can stand in competition with 

Happy the cloistered life, wherp \km worid 
ifii q^itig shut o\kt^ and piety and virttie are 
exercised in sotitude and silence withQut aiiy 
visible eye to observe tfaem! 

That tiure is an e^tr eme> <&e extreme tt the 
tMVri^ \A\enU Let me teH j^vk what I dimk 
piiust be tbci <m)y r\jite to go by. 

Oh! 941 ft^ no sooiid can bew wdoom^t 
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^be rule of dqty. Attend sol^ly^ to that, 
and kt all i^elf-reflections alone. 

How! never examine my condiictP Never 
call my £ollies to account ? 

Yes: but have you never read {yiWh re* 
^rd to virtues) of " forgetting the thingfi 
*^ that are behind^ and ever pre9»pg forr 
^' ward?" 

Well : yet in an Lour of sickne^s^ adversity^ 
distress, may no glad hope from the remem^ 
braace of having always acle4 front a ^pcere 
jright iatention, liowever imperfectly pur3ued> 
.cait its reviving ray athwart the gloom ? 

The comforts of 9. goodcon^ience are np 
Tanity. There is in them an importj(mt re- 
* olK^Sf. But ^r4ial^ in the day pf healthy are 
|poitoQ& 

Then he particular; what is this rule of 
duty? 

Whatever the exigence of the preisent cir- 
cumstance most immediately: aod clearly de- 
waadk Pursue always one strait path^ with* 
^ut ever stepping out of the way^ either to 
Attract ohservation, or. to avpid itp 

What is the rule in icases of charity ? 
. Chuse to do good in tiie most private man- 
:per« whenever that is a matter of choice. 
But as this is^ in many cases^ quite impossible^ 



248 Dialogue ir. 

do as quietly as you can, all the good that is 
incumbent on you : that is, all the good you 
are capable of, in your station, and without 
interfering, where you absolutely ought not to 
interfere. If you meet with commendation for 
it, be if possible so much the more humble : 
as knowing those seeds of vanity ta be in you, 
that may, upon the slightest praise, have' 
such a sad effect, as to render the best you 
have done, less than nothing. 

Alas, it is terrifying to consider, how many 
persons have fallen, from not inconsiderable 
advancement in goodness, though mere pre^ 
sumption, and self-opinion ! And yet can one 
help wishing to pleaSe ? 

No certainly: there would be something 
savage in a contrary disposition. But then, 
look to it, that this desire be free from vanity. 
It may be quite so. 

Can it be without some self-complacence in 
its gratification ? " ' 

It cannot ^ be without some sense of plea- 
sure: btit from what? Se/f, in every one of 
us human creatures, is the wretchedest, the 
poorest of brings. The pleasure results from 
a gf atelul reflection on the fulness and bounty 
of that gracious Being, ivhose gift alone is 
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every thing, that can give us delight, with 
«very capacity of tasting it. 

In this view then, we may innocently 
desire, that his gifts of some good qualities to 
us, should be the instruments of conveying his 
gift also of some benefit or pleasure. to our 
fellow-creatures ; and that in return, they 
should in a lower degree, be pleased with uh. 

I think so indeed. 

But what say you to the duty of setting a 
good example, and contributing so far as 
private persons can, to keep virtue and religion 
in countenance ? 

It is surely a very important one. But it 
requires a daily, hourly guard over the heart, 
to see that no secret vanity poisons the good 
intention. 

And what is to be said of aflability, good- 
humour, easy behaviour, and endeavouring 
to make ourselves agreeable ? 

Let but your whole behaviour flow uniformly 
from one fixed principle of duty, and you may 
always be secure. Be, therefore equally affa- 
ble to all, kinds of people: study to please 
even those who are far from pleasing you : 
make yourself agreeable to those, whose praise 
you are sure you do not seek. Study to oblige 

the heavy, the low, the tedious ; and in what- 

9 
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ever company you are^ never aim ^al ^^liatii 
called shining. Do all this^ and you -may 
very allowably strive to please in agreeable 
•company too : and may be satisfied you act 
from sociable good humour and not from 
vanity. 

But teil me^ ds it possible to see one's self in 
the rights and another in the wrong, without 
feeling a little superiority? 

Yes: if you will consider the matter a little 

coolly over, you will see it to be very possible 

4o( adhere to your own belter judgmait, without 

the least triumph, and indeed with tbe truest 

humility* 

Instruct me> I beseech you. 

C>oB$ider first, this. very .incHnatioo to be 
over-pleased, is a very dangerous weakness: 
-ooe that you » are ashamed to own, sinoa any 
eKpressions of self-esteem are contrary tQ all 
rules of true politeness ; and true pol*tepais 
iias its foundation : in the nature of things. 
Therefore, whenever you feei any sentiment, 
that you should be adiamed to express, he 
assured that they ought equdly to he ashamed 
•of indulging it in silence* The first emotions 
of the mind are, indeed, m some measure 
involuntavy: the giving encourageBieni; to 
them IS all, for which we shall be accountalile. 
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mad tb6 thought' may very commendably pass 
through the mind, that becomes faulty if it 
dwells there *. Self-applause of any thing 
ever so praise^worthy is like Orpheus cooduct^ 
ing fiurydicew It must needs accompany it: 
but if the pleasure of looking back and ad* 
miritig be indulged, the fair frail object 
vanishes into nothing. 

So : while you take breath after that simile, 
let me ask a few^ more questions. 

I have not done with the last yet. You 
will aay, how can we be even the more huqi- 
ble for seeing other people's fkulls? 

Not improbably. 

Why: are we not partakers* of *^e self- 
same erring nature P Are not we as liable to 
err as they ? 

H^oi surely there is a difference between 
good and foad^ knowing and ignorant, piw- 
dent and rash. 

Is there ? Well : what do you imagine then 
of our first parents, formed in the highest 
peifeotion of uncorrupted nature, conversaiit 

* Evil into the mind of God or man 

May come and go, so anapprov'd, and leave 
No spot or blame behind. 

Fur. iMsiy AkuE« t* 
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daily with celestial visitors, and by them iiif- 

stmcted ? 

I see your inference, and it is strictly just 

— They fell. — What then are we ? Yet we in 
this blessed period of the world, in this its 
last two thousand years, have higher advan- 
tages, and surer supports and stronger assist- 
ances. 

Most true. But are these to make us vain, 
or to make us humble ? 

Humble, I own it. We have nothing that 
we can call our own : nothing that pride and 
gelf-conceit may not forfeit : and the greater 
our advantages, the more terrifying is the 
possibility of losing them. 

Reflect, in every history you read, what 
impression it leaves on you of the gross of 
mankind. Then think, all these passions, all 
these weaknesses are oriffinallv, more or less 
in every one of us. If you were still liable to 
the infection of the small-pox, and were hourly 
exposed to it in a town, w here it raged among 
almost all the inhabitants, with what kind of 
sentiments should you see them labouring 
, under all its dreadful circumstances, and 
what kind of triumph and self-approbation 
should you feel, from your own high healthy 
and smooth complexion ? 
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T should only, with fear and trembling, 
double my caution to preserve them if possi- 
ble. 

And were you safe got througli the illness, 
how strong would be your sympathy with 
those yet suflering? 

Yet might I not, and ought I not to pre- 
scribe to them such methods of cure, or even 
of present relief and ease, as I had experienced 
to be most successful ? 

Yes: but would the praise be your*s or your 
physician's ? 

' All characters upon record are not thus 
terrifying. We partake the same nature 
with saints and heroes. 

Can that raise any vanity? A noble and an 
honest pride it may: a glorious, a laudaWe 
ambition to imitate their virtues. But to see 
others of our own nature mounted up so high, 
our eye can Scarcely follow them, is^ surely to 
us, poor, dull, and weak creatures, of short 
sight and feeble pinion, mortifying enough. 

You teach me the best lesson, that can be 
learned from history, a deep, a practical and 
unfeigned humility. Society with all its 
various scenes will teach the same: and all 
those things, which if vanity engross us, 
minister so abundantly to selt-conceit, con- 
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tempt, disdain, and every evil dis|K)sitioti of 
^the heart, wiW, if humility be our directress^ 
heighten in us every right afieclion^ Our 
hearts will overflow with gratitude to our su- 
preme Benefactor, and pour themselves out in 
the most earnest desires of his continual assist-^ 
ance and protection. They will melt with the 
kindest commiseration to our erring fellow- 
creatures:- and they will, without forming one 
ambitious scheme, be most happily and meekly 
content with whatever situation Providence 
allots us. 

The dispo^tion of humility being thus valu- 
able, let me add one consideration more> 
which may help to confirm it, and may teach 
us to avoid that great danger it Incurs, from 
our knowing ourselves at any time in the 
right. The more strong we are in our opinion, 
the more lively our dislike is of the opposite 
error, fault, or folly, the more humbled we 
should be at the thought, (which in general is 
a certain fact, though we are blind perhaps as 
to the particulars) that however right we 
are in this instance, in some others, too proba- 
bly in very many others, we are quite as much 
fn the wrong, as those we now despise and 
blanie. Error is just as ugly in us, as in 
them : If our sense of it be as strong, uglier 

3 
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still and more unpardonable. And yet how 
many have fiiUen themselvefi into the very 
faults, they most violently condemned : 

How true is all this! Let me add to it a 
thought, that just now rises to my mind, or 
rather a whole group. 

It is true, the subject is inexhaustible : but 
our time you know was limited^ and the clock 
is. Just striking. 



DIALOGUE V. 



On the Nature of human Happiness. 

LisAURA was complaining one day to Paulina, 
that happiness was no where to be found. 
How do you contrive, said she, to be cheerful 
and easy, so constantly contented in your 
appearance ? When, I am convinced, that at 
the bottom, you must have some lurking dis- 
satisfaction, some concealed uneasiness, that 
secretly diffuses its venom over your enjoy- 
ments? 

It is true, said Paulina, my history is pretty 
extraordinary, and my life, has been crosl by 
a thousand accidents, that reason and religion 
apart, would make my happiness appear 
doubtful enough. But prithee, Lisaura, how 
do you come to suspect it, vvho, I am per- 
suaded, know little of my real story, and are 
young enough to judge of the sincerity of 
other people's appearance, by your own. 

Why, it is from that very cause you name, 
replied Lisaura. In all the bloom of health 
and youth, in all the ease of situation imaging 
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able, I still perceive a discontent, that preys 
upon my heart. Sometimes^ I am anxious for 
the long futurity even of common life, that 
lies before me : that lies, like a wild, unknown, 
and barren plain, wrapt up in thick fogs of 
uncertainty; Sometimes I lose- myself in 
melancholy reflections on the past. My cares, 
and attentions, which then so busily engaged 
me, seem now such a heap of impertinences, 
and follies, that I sicken at them, and at my- 
self. And then, what a strong presumption 
do they give one, even against those of the 
present hour ! That present hour, how vain is 
it, how uneasy, what a very trifle will entirely 
sour it ! With all this, any body that consi- 
dered my situation in life, would pronounce 
me happy. How then can I be secure of the 
happiness of any other person ? 

Shall I tell you, answered Paulina, why 
you are not sure of your own ? 

Oh most willingly, cried Lisaura. 

Well then, resumed Paulina — but come my 
dear, tell me a little of the assembly you were 
at, last week. 

The transition is a little hasty, said Lisaura, 
smiling. 

No matter for that, you will lose nothing 
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by it, in the end : perhaps I may give you a 
more studied discourse in the afternoon. 

Well then, what can I tell you, but tliat I 
was fatigued to the greatest degree ; and after 
long expectation, and five hours vain pursuit 
of amusement, came home, at last, utterly dis- 
satisfied. 

Amusement ! That is a very general word : 
in what shape did you think, that it was to 
appear to you ? 

Lisaura coloured, and Paulina went on. 
Your mistake, dear Lisaura, in life, is the 
very same, that it was in this assembly, and 
will lead you into the same dissatisfied satiety. 
You, not you only, but most young people, 
form to yourself a general and vague idea of 
happiness, which, because it is, uncertain in 
its being, is as variable as your temper: so 
that whenever you meet with any thing that 
does not exactly suit the^present humour, you 
imagine you have missed of happiness : and so 
indeed you have; but quite'in a different way. 
The perfect idea of happiness, belongs to 
another world : as such it is always to be kepi 
in view, and therein consists the point of 
human happiness, which no vicissitudes of 
human affairs can alter. 
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But human happiness has separate from 
this, a very real existence, and has distin- 
guishing characteristics of its own. One of 
these is imperfection : and a necessary one it 
is to be known. Our business, in this world, 
was not to sit down, and be satisfied, but to 
rub on through many difficulties, and through 
manyduties, with just accommodations enough 
to support us among them in a cheerful frame 
of mind ; such a cheerftil and easy frame of 
mind, as is at all times, disposed to relish the 
beauties of nature, and the comforts of so- 
ciety, though not enougli attached to them, 
to make the parting difficult. 

To form any other notion of happiness, 
than this, is a folly that will punish itself. 
Ihity excepted, all the concerns of human life 
are of slight importance : and when once we 
have possessed oiir minds of that belief, all 
those mysterious phantoms, that gave us such 
real anxiety, will immediately disappear. The 
opinion of the world, figure, obscurity, poverty, 
wealtli, contempt, fear, pain, affliction, will 
appear to be momentary concerns, and there- 
fore little worth long hours of serious thought. 
Yet all these things are worth so much, hat 
just as far as reason directs us, it is matter of 
duty to pursue, or avoid them. But when 

s2 
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choice has nothing to do, content is every 
thing. Content did I say? I should have 
added, gratitude ; for much indeed, the 
state even of this world deserves. For that> 
however, I will refer you to Dr. Barrow. He 
lies upon my table, above stairs: and has 
something in his style so sweet, so strong and 
animated, that I cannot recommend you a 
better companion. 

I have often been charmed with him at 
home, replied Lisaura, and, as fond as you 
see me of idle amusement, I am not uisen- 
sible to the excellencies of so grave an author. 
I have been pleased to hear very good Judges 
call him the English Demosthenes : and I have 
felt a secret delight in hearing applied to this 
noble orator, who (in spite of those peculiar 
expressions, which the copiousness of his dic- 
tion seems to call in, from all parts^ has so 
often warmed me with sentiments unknown 
before, what Longinus says of the other, that 
one might as well face the dazzling lighten- 
ing, as stand against the force of his elo- 
quence. Bless me, how do I run on ! You 

were teaching me to be happy, pursue the 
lesson. I have done. 

I'll tell ypu then, my dear Lisaura : attend 
to me. Convinced by reason and religion, 
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that the evils of life are mere phantoms, ^ pre- 
pare yourself with resignation, to submit to 
them, with constancy to support them. To lay 
io such a stock of strength, you must call in the 
assistance of many a leisure hour, of many a 
serious thought, of many an earnest resolu- 
tion. By these means, all will grow clear in 
your own mind: reflection will become your 
best friend, and most agreeable companion, 
and whatever destiny attends you, you will 
acquiesce in it with-pleasure. 

But your misfortune is that of a splenetic 
constitution : a day's slight disorder, a heavier 
temperament of the air immediately affects 
you so, as to alter, to your fancy, the whole 
frame of nature. Fix it well in your mind^ 
that these gloomy imaginations are deceitful. 
The bountiful Creator was not mistaken, when 
pleased with his compleated work, he declared 
that *^ all was good." The scheme of Pro- 
vidence and nature is infinitely so; and its 
contemplation is an inexhaustible source of 
delight. Life has its gloomy scenes, but to 
the good^ they only prove an awful exercise 
of duty supported, all the while, by the assur- 
ance of reward. Life has its cheerful mo- 
ments too, which to the good, no sorrow can 
embitter. Thus whilst the pleasures of re?- 
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ligion^ of benevolence, of friendship^ of con- 
tent, of gratitude, of every innocent gaiety, of 
free society, of lively mirth, of healths and of all 
those infinite objects of deHght, which smiling 
nature offers us; whilst these are real and 
substantial enjoyments, that ill, which we 
might fear, from the deprivation of some of 
them, and even of life itself, is proved to be 
a mere imaginary terror. This, we have 
numberless opportunities of knowing. But, 
blinded by passion, or weakened by consti- 
tution, we perpetually run into the common 
mistake. We form, to ourselves, such & false 
idea of human happiness, that when we might 
behold, and be favoured by the goddess her- 
self, we fly from her in a fright because she 
is not adorned just with those trappings, in 
which our fancy had drest her out. Restless, 
we still shift from place to place, to find what 
we do not know, when we see it : and restless, 
we shall ever be, if for a fit of the spleen, or 
an unanswered wish, we imagine, that a just 
degree of happiness is not within every body's 
reach. My dear Lisaura, if you have any 
sense of gratitude to that Providence, which 
formed you for, happiness, avoid this gloomy 
error. Let refined reason fix your judgmeut, 
and then, let common sense direct your prac- 
tice. 



OCCASIONAL THOUGHTS. 



Talking over idle vexations, only makes 
iheni worse. 

Every day should be single, unconnected 
wilLli the rest, and so bear only the weight of 
its own vexations *. 

Never make a group of them, nor look 
backwards or forwards on a series of dis- 
agreeable days; but be always content to 
make the best of the present. 

Every day try to do what you can, and try 
in earnest, and with spirit. Scorn to be disr 
couraged ; and if one scheme fails, form ano- 
ther, as fast as a spider does webs. But 
never be anxious or uneasy : and if the day 
be very unpropitious, and nothing will do, 
even be contented, and easy, and cheerful, as 
having done the best you could. For, per- 
petually trying and aiming to do proper things, 
keeps up the spirit of action which is the im- 

^ Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof. 

Matt. vi. 34. 
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portaut pointy and preserves you from the 
danger of falling into heartless indolence^ to 
the full as well as if you really did them : and 
as for the particular things themselves, it is 
not a pin matter. But always carry an easy 
smiling look, and take nothing to heart. 

There is scarcely any thing which a sincere 
endeavour, directed by the hearty conviction 
of real duty, will not in time accomplish: 
since an endeavour so directed, will be accom- 
panied by persevering, humble prayer, and to 
persevering prayer, joined with sincere endea- 
vours, success is infallibly promised. 

Considering life in its great and important 
view as the probation for a passage to eter- 
nity — and this is the just and true way of 
considering it — of what signification is it, 
whether it be passed in town or country : in 
hurry or in retirement: in pomp or gaiety, 
or in quiet obscurity? Of none: any further 
than as these different situations hurt or im- 
prove, the mind : and in either of them a right 
mind may preserve, or even improve itself. 

What is then of consequence ? Why, that 
wherever, or however life is past, it should 
be reasonably and happily : now to this no- 
thing is necessary but a true practical sense 
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of religion, an easy good humour, cheerAil in- 
difference to trifles of all kinds, whether 
agreeable or vexatious : and keeping one'ft self 
above them all, suitably to the true dignity of 
an immortal nature. 

Now in a quiet private life one certainly 
may be reasonable, religious, friendly, good- 
humoured, and consequently happy. 

In great life one may be thus good too, and 
very useful besides, and consequently very 
happy ^Iso. But this way of life is more dan- 
gerous, and has too strong a tendency to dis- 
sipate the mind, and deprave the heart. 

Upon the whole, every state of life is equal. 
Providence orders all : and therefore in every 
one, those who cheerfully, and resignedly ac- 
commodate themselves to its orders, may, and 
must be happy. Why then this vain care 
and anxiety, about what it does not belong 
to us to look forward to ? The good and evil, 
and the right improvement of the pi'esent day, 
is what it is our business to attend to. If we 
make the best of that, we are sure all will, 
and must go well. If we put ourselves by 
vain distrust and useless foresight, out of a 
right temper to-day, every to-morrow will be 
the worse for it. 
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We had need often perpetually to be re* 
collecting what are our dutiesy and our dan-^ 
gersy that we may fulfil the one^ and avoid 
the other : but never with anxious or uneasy 
forecast. We must consider the difficulties 
of the state of life we are likely to be in^ not 
because every other state of life has not as 
many^ for all are pretty equals but because 
those peculiarly belong to us. 

Dwelling much in our thoughts on other 
people's unreasonableness^ is a sort of revenge, 
that like all other revenge, hurts ourselves more 
than them. However, to talk over things some- 
times a little reasonably, and see how the 
truth stands, is a- very allowable indulgence: 
but it must not be allowed too often. 

Trying to convince people in cases where 
they are prejudiced, though ever so unrea- 
sonably, be it by temper, humour or custom, 
is a vain and an idle attempt One should 
be satisfied if one can, quietly and unper- 
ceived, over-rule those prejudices, where it is 
necessary in practice; and not aim at the 
poor triumph of showing them, that they are 
in the wrong, which hurts, or puts them out 
of humour. 

It is mere cheating one's self to take things 
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easily and patiently at the time^ and then 
repine and complain in looking back upon 
tjliem. This is to enjoy all the pride and self- 
applause of patience^ and all the indulgence 
of impatience. 



\ 



PROSE PASTORALS. 



PASTORAL !• 



Enquiry into the Happiness or Misery of a 

Shepherd's Jjife. 

The sun was hid by wintry clouds: the 
wind blew sharp and cold: the flocks were 
browzing on the heath, when Colin and 
Thyrsis, two young Shepherds, who kept them, 
sat down upon a bank beneath the shelter of a 
holly bush, and fell into much discourse. 
Methinks, said Thyrsis, it is but a sad life, 
that we poor wretches lead, exposed at all 
times to the severities of the weather : in 
Summer parched with heat, and pinched by 
frosts in Winter. While other young people 
are diverting themselves in the villages, we 
roam about solitary here, on the wild common, 
and have nothing to attend to, but our strag- 
gling sheep. 

And yet, answered Colin, as hard as our 
life is, you see how old Alcmon loves it ; who 
has fed his own flocks for fifty years, and 
maintains that he is happier than a king. 

I am, replied Thyrsis, but newly cc^e into 
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this country, and have little knowledge of 
the neighbouring Shepherds : but I should be 
glad to see one, who could convince me I was 
happy. 

See then, said Colin, where Alcmon comes 
hither most opportunely. And thereupon call- 
ing to the good old man, father, cried he, 
here is a young Shepherd, who wants your 
instructions how to live contented. 

Son, said the old man, sitting down by 
them, I accept of that name, and of the office 
you have given me : for I wish well to all 
young people : and as I am happy myself, I 
would fain have others so. 

A hard task you will have father, inter- 
rupted Thyrsis, to make people happy, who 
have no one enjoyment of diversion in life; 
but must slave out our day in the ■ service, of 
their masters, who divert themselves the while, 
and live at ease. 

Good Thyrsis, said Colin, listen but to 
Alcmon, and you will be convinced, as I have 
been. 

Nay rather, said Alcmon, let him make his 
complaint to me: do you answer him from 
your own experience, and which ever of you 
best defends his own cause, shall come and 
sup with me at night. There we will enjoy 



\ 
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dui*selves in honest mirth by a warm fire, and 
forget all the toils of Uie day. Thyrsis agreed 
to the proposal and began ^ 

Thyrsis. Alas how gloomy are the skies! 
How hollow is the whisding of the wind in 
December I Are these the scenes to entertain 
A youthful fancy ? The trees are stript of all 
their leaves : the very grass is of a russet 
.brown* The birds sit siletit and shivering on 
the branches. All things have an air of po- 
verty and desolation. Alas how tasteless is the 
shepherd's life ! His meals are short, and his 
sleep soon interrupted. He rises many hours 
before the cheerful day begins to dawn ; and 
does not return home> till the cold night is far 
^advanced* «» 

Colin. But then how delightful is the early 
spring ! How reviving the advances of sum- 
mer! The sky grows clear, or is only over- 
spread with thin, while, curdling clouds. Soft 
showers descend upon the withered grass, and 
every meadow seems to laugh. The gay 
flowers spring^^ in every field, and adorn 
it with beautiful coloure* The lambkins frisk 
around us^ and divert us with their innocent 
gaieties. The shepherd's life is as innocent as 
theirs. If his meals are plain, they are hearty t 
if his sleep is short, it is both scuii4^ and 
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sweet. He rises refreshed in ll>e moroiiig^ 
and sees the day come on by gradual advances, 
till the whole east is streaked with purple 
clouds. Wiien night succeeds, he beholds 
the immense vault of heaven : he admires the 
lustre of the stars, and in vain tries to reckm 
their number. While they glitter over his 
head, he has no cause to fear any ill influences 
from them, since his whole life is harmleiis 
and industrious, and render3 him the care c^ 
Providence. 

Thyrsiss O with what envy do we see Ih* 
young hunters hastening by us in pursuit <rf 
their youthful prey ! While we are confinedv 
as it were, to one spot, they measure with 
swift step* the wliole fair country round ; an4 
the speed of the horses seems equal to that of 
the winds* Tlie Iiiils echo to the enlivening 
sound of their horns, and the cheerful cry a( 
their dogs. The timorous hares scud away 
before them : they feel not the coldness of lliA 
air : and when they return home>. tliey have 
all things in plenty* We have the same 
dispositions, for mirth and entertainment, 
with thenv— Why, why should there be tliii 
difierence between one man's station and 
aiibther's ? 

Colin. Why rather, O Thyras, O misjudg 
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ing Thyrsiis, do you envy them a pleasure, 
they so dearly buy ? Not long agv), I was 
tending my flock, upon the brow of the hill. 
These hunters passed by me in great mirth, 
and high gaiety. Amongst them was a very 
bamlsome youth, the only son of a fond 
mother. He guided an unmanageable house, 
and guided it without discretion. Just upon 
the edge of a precipice, the unruly creature 
took fright. — I saw the youth brought back^ 
lifeless, pale, and disfigured. The great pos- 
sessions to which he was bof n, were no longer 
of any avail to him: while I, poor humble 
shepherd, salute the rising sun, and enjoy life 
and health. 

• Thyrsis. Those accidents, timorous Coliny 
do not happen every day. But at least I may 
envy those idlers, whom I see, 4n perfect 
safety, diverting themselves upon the common. 
They have no severe master to give an ac* 
couot to, for their time : they are well cluthect 
and better fed. 

Alcmon. O Thyrsis, they have a master, to 
whom they are accountable, superior to those 
sort of masters you mean. A master that 
looks upon us with as favourable an eye at 
he does upon them. A master, to whom the 

t2 
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greatest kitig upon bis throne^ is but an upper 
servant, and lias a heavier task, because he 
is able to do more than you and I. Those 
idlers, whom you envy, are perhaps not so 
liappy, as you fancy them to be. 

Colin. I saw Clorinda cross some meadows^ 
the other day, with, an air that expressed little 
liappiness. There were a large company of 
them together: all people of prosperous for- 
tunes, all idle, and at ease. The young 
nymph went a good way before all her com- 
panions: her garments glittered in the sun, 
with silk and gold. She seemed to shun conr 
versation : her eyes were fixed uppti the 
ground : her lupk was pale and melancholy, 
and, every now and then, she would sigh, as 
if her heart was breaking. 

Thyrsis. Clorinda's melancholy is easily 
understood. Urania and she were once inse- 
parable companions : that favourite friend of 
lier^s is lately dead : I heard Dametas tell the 
unhappy story. But Clorinda has a thousand 
consolations. If one of us loses his friend or 
brother, he loses his all. We have nothings 
else that fortune can deprive us of. 

Alcmon. Thyrsis, 1 like your ingenuity: 
you show some skill in defending a bad 
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eause *. Colin and you shall both come home 
with me. When it is no longer a matter of 
dispute^ I hope you will come over to the hap- 
pier opinion. .Believe me, shepherd, we, of 
low condition, are free from a multitude of 
unknown evils, that afflic|; the rich and greats 
and are more terrible to them than storms and 
tempests are to us ; more grievous than labour, 
and honest and industrious poverty. 

* Perhaps it may even be thought more skill than his 
opponent The defence in this dialogue seems unusually 
feeble, and the writer's arguments much less conclusive 
than they generally are. It is to be hoped that much more 
might have been said on that side of the question. 



PASTORAL II. 



On the Comforts qf virtuous PgveH^. 

Phillis and Damaris were two country 
lasses, the pride of the village where they 
lived: both handsome to perfection, but ex- 
jCeedingly different. The unaffected Damaris 
had no attention but to assist the infirmities of 
an aged parent, whom jsevere illness confined 
to his cottage, while she tended his flock^i by 
the wood-side. Her hands were generally em- 
ployed in some useful work: and while she 
knit, or spun to procure her old father a more 
tolerable subsistence, the cheerfulness of her 
songs expfest a contented heart. Her dress, 
thoiigb very poor, was always neat and clean : 
sh.e studied no ornament in it, and if the 
neighbouvs commended her person, she lent 
Ihem very little attention. 

Phillis had been bred up under a careless 
mother. She was exceedingly pretty, and 
knew it mighty well. On holidays nobody so 
spruce as she. Her hat was wreathed with 
flowers or ribbands : every fountain was con- 
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suited ifor her dress, and every meadow ran- 
sacked to adorn it. From morning till night 
she was dancing, and sporting r>n the green : 
all the shepherds courted and admired her, 
and she heUeved every word they said. Yet 
she felt many a discontent. Sometimes her 
garland would be less becoming than she 
^dhed it : sometimes slie would fancy that a 
favourite shepherd slighted her: or that a 
new^er face was more admired than her's. 
Every day was spent in the pursuit of gaiety : 
and every day brought with it some disqbiet* 
jSbe was one morning sitting very pensive 
under a poplar, tying up a nosegay, when she 
heard Damaris, who was concealed from her, 
only by the shade of some bushes, singing, 
with a merry heart, a song in praise of indus- 
try. Phillis could not help interrupting her in 
the midst of it : and when she went towards 
lier, found her busy in plying the distaff^ wliich 
was fixed in her side : when thus the gay maid 
began. 

Phillis. How is it po^ible. Damans, that 
you diould be always so merry in leading a 
life of such drudgery ? What charms can j^ou 
find in it ? How much much better would it 
beccune your years to be dancing at the may- 
pole, where some ricli farmer's son qiight pro- 
bably fall in love with you ? 
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Damaris. Ah Phillis, I prefer Ibis way of 
life, because I see you very unhappy in your's. 
iFor my own part, I have never a momenrs 
uneasiness. I am sensible, I am doing what 
I oughL I see myself the comfort of a gootl 
old father, who supported my helpless infancy, 
and now wants this return of duly in his de- 
crepid age. When I have pinned tlie fold at 
piglit, I return home, and che6r him with my 
sight. I dress his httle supper, and partake 
it with more pleasure, than you have at a 
feast. He in the mean time tells me storiea 
of his youpger days, and instructs me by his 
experience. Spm^limes he teach^ me a song 
like tha( I was singing just now : and on holi-r 
days, I read %o him out of some good book. 
This, Phillis, is my life. I have no great ex» 
pectations, but every cheerful hope, that can 
make the heart light and easy. 

Phillip. Well Damaris : I shall not dispute 
your taste. My father is well enough, by bis 
own labour, to provide for his family : and 
iny mo^ier never set .us the example of work- 
ing. Tis ti'ue we are poor : but who knows 
wh^t good fortune may throw in our way? 
Youth is the tiioe for mirth and pleasure: and 
I do not ^are how hardly I &re, provided I 
can get a silkeq lining to my hat, and be tb^ 
X^ady of the May n^M yew. 
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Damaris. OPhillis, this is very pretty for 
the present : but in what will it end ? Do you 
think that smoothness of fg.qe will always last? 
Yon decrepid old woman, that limps upon 
her crutches, was once, they say, as handsome 
9.S you. Her youth passed without engaging 
any body in a real affection to her : yet her 
good name was lost, among the follies she en- 
gaged in. Poverty and age came on together: 
she has long been a burden to the village and 
herself. If any neighbours cow is ill, all sus- 
picions of witchcraft fall upon her. She can 
do nothing to maintain herself: and every 
body grudges her what she has, 

Phillis. Illtr-natured JDamaris, to compare 
me with a hag, that all the country abhors, I 
wish you would come to the pastimes : they 
would put you in a better humour. .Besides 
you would there hear what the shepherds say 
to this Phillis, whom you are pleased to de- 
spise so. 

Damaris. I do not despise you Phillis: 
but I wish yoii well, and would fain see you 
as happy as myself. That fine green stuff, 
your gown is made of, would become you 
much better if it was of your own spinning. — - 
But I talk like an old man's daughter, and 
Am little heeded. Go pretty butterfly, and re? 
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joice in the Summer of Ihy days : let me, like 
the homely but industrious ant, lay up some 
provision for the Winter *. 

* The writer may be judged from this interestiDg dia- 
logvie to have understood the comforts arising from the 
performance of duty in her own sex, better than she did 
those of the other. 



PASTORAOi III. 



The Happiness of a religious Hope^ 

Imagine, honest friends, that instead of a 
little book, I am a good humoured neighbour, 
come to spend an hour with you in cheerfid 
chat «Do not look upon me ^s one that is 
come to read you grave lectures of religion and 
t^ood behaviour : but give me the welcome of 
an agreeable companion. Is it in a summer's 
holiday, you take me up ? Come, let us go 
out into the fields, sit down under some shady 
tree, and while the sun shines, and the birds 
sing round us, let us talk over all we have ^o 
. sayJ Or is it a winter's evening? Draw youjr 
seats about the chimney; throw on another 
faggot, make a cheerful bla^e^ and let us be 
comfortable. What is it, to us here, if tlip 
wind blows and the rain beats abroad ? Since 
we cannot work, let us divert ourselves, but 
let us divert ourselves in a harmless reasonably 
way, that we may turn thia jdle \m^ to ^s^ 
j^d account b» the busiest. 
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Come : what shall we talk of ? Of hap- 
piness? there cannot be a pleasanter subject. 
Where is it lo be had, this happiness^ and 
how shall we come by it ? 

Where is it to be had ? Why, every where, 
60 we can but command our thoughts, and do 
our duty : serve God cheerfully, and make 
the best of our lot. 

It may be, good neighbour, you are old, 
lame, sickly, have a large family, and little 
to maintain them. Alas, poor neighbour! 
yet still it is ten to one you may be happier 
than many a nobleman, and many a prince. 
I suppose you honest and religious. Why 
then the better half is seoure : your mind is 
easy. You have no load upon your consci-^ 
ence, and no need to be afraid even of death. 
But cannot your condition be, any way, 
mended ? Content is a good thing : yet suc- 
cess in honest endeavours is a better. There 
is no need of sitting sadly down and acqui- 
escing in a miserable lot, till, upon mature 
consideration, we find it to be really the will 
of Providence that we should: and then, let 
me tell you, dear friend, God*s will is kinder 
to us than our 6wn wishes. When \ire submit 
patiently to sorrows and hardships, not out of 
laziness^ nor out of despair^ not out of tfabughN 
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less Iielplessness^ we then trust our soiils id 
him, in well doing. We act a commendable 
part, which our great Master will approves 
and we may have a cheerfiil conBdence in his 
mercy, that all things shall work together for 
our good* Come : pluck up your spirits my 
friend, and let us see whether the part that 
falls to you is to mend your condition or to 
bear it. 

First you are old. — Wdl, that is a fault 
that time will not mend indeed— but eternity 
will mend it, honest friend. The period will 
come when your youth shall be renewed: when 
you shall be young, and lusty as an eagle, 
and these grey hairs and wrinkles shall be 
succeeded by immortal bloom. In the mean 
lime, so much of your life Is well over : you 
are got so far on your journey, through this 
vale of tears. You can reflect with pleasure 
on a great many good actions, and pious dis« 
positions : and it pecOliarly becomes old age 
to meditate much upon those subjects, which 
are of all others the most noble and delightful. 
Heaven is the object that should be always 
in their view. What a prospect is that I 
What, think you, should be the joy of a sea- 
faring man, when, after a long, stormy voy- 
age, he is come, within sight of the port? 
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Suppose a yodng man had an estate left to 
hkn, which he had never seen. Suppose he 
had been travelling a thousand miles to come 
to it : that he had met with perpetual bad 
weather, by the way, and dirty roads : that he 
was faint, and well nigh wearied out: and 
that just when he comes to the brow of a dry, 
sandy hill, bleak and unpleasant in itself, but 
from whence the prospect first x>pened 
upon him, of that fair place, he is going to 
enjoy. Suppose he sees the tufted woods 
crowned with the brightest verdure : suppose 
he sees, among them, glittering S|>ires^ and 
domes, and gilded columns : and knows that 
all these shall be his own. With what plea-^ 
sure will he survey the gentle winding rivulets 
gliding through fertile meadows: the borders 
gay with flowers of every kind : the parks and 
forests filled with all sorts of excellent fruits: 
the castles, and pleasure^houses, which he 
knows to be rich with magnificent furniture : 
and what is above all, where he knows that 
his best ttnd most beloved friends, and a de- 
lightful society, whom he longs to be amongst, 
are waiting with kind impatience to receive 
him : think you, that he will jlpave leisure to 
attend to the little inconveniences of the pre- 
$ent momei>t? Will not bis thoughts fly for** 

1 
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ward, faster than his legs can carry him, to 
this blessed inheritance? Yet hovir poor are 
such riches and pleasures, compared with the 
certain expectations of the ^poorest old many 
that is pious and virtuous.* 

* Surely that critick must be very fastidious, who« 
after reading this excellent and useful monologue, should 
make no other observation upon it, but that the reasoning 
in it will apply equally Weil to every other situation of 
Ure^ as to that in which the scene is laid. 
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Education. 

A NUMBER of boys were diverting theiil'^ 
selves one fine day in a meadow, when a 
wrinkled old woman came up to them, and 
stopt tlieir play. Her loolcs were unpleasing 
and her interruption unseasonable. One of 
the biggest, who had been taught by his tu- 
tor to respect her, addrest her very civilly: 
but of the little urchins^ some ran away 
frighted, and hid themselves : and others very 
insolently laughed at her, and called her old 
witch. Little George, the youngest of them 
all, a very pretty, good-humoured lad, held by 
the hand of the eldest, (who, he thought, as 
he had always been his friend, would protect 
him} and listened : but a little afraid too, and 
not much liking either her looks, or the being 
hindered of his play: however, he was too 
well bred to say any thing rude. She smiled, 
and taking his other hand, do not be afraid 
of me, my dear child, said she, for though 
those idle boys yonder call me Crossness, and 
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Severity, my true name is Instruction. I love 
every one of you : and you, my little dear> in 
particular; and my whole business is to do 
you good. Come with me to my castle, and 
I will make you as happy as the day is long. 

Little George did not know how to trust 
her, but as he saw his friend Henry disposed 
to follow the old lady, he even ventured along 
with them. 

The castle was an old melancholy looking 
building, and the path to it very much entan- 
gled with briars and thistles : but the old 
woman encouraged them in a cheerful tone* 
to come along : and taking out a large key, 
which had several strange words engraved 
upon it, she put it into the door, which im- 
mediately flew open, and they entered a spa- 
cious hall magnificently furnished. Through 
this they passed into several apartments, each 
finer and pleasanter than the other : but to 
every one they ascended by steep steps, and 
on every step, strange and unknown words 
were engraved. 

Perhaps you would be glad to know some 
more particulars of these apartments: and in- 
deed I should have told you, that as soon a^ 
they entered the great hall, she made them sit 
down to a pretty collation of plumb-cakes. 
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biscuits, and sweet-meats, which were 
brought in baskets covered with flowers, by 
four smiling, rosy cheeked girls, called Jnno- 
cenccy Healthy Mirth, and Good^Humaur. 
When they were sufficiently refreshed, the old 
lady returned to them, in a finer dress,, and 
with a much more pleasing look* She had 
now a wand in her hand, of ivory, tipped with 
gold, and with this she pointed out to them 
the ornaments of the room. It was supported 
by strong, but handsome pillars of adamant : 
and between the pillars, hung festoons of fruit 
and flowers. At the upper end, were niches, 
with very beautiful statues in them. The 
principal one was Truth. It appeared to be 
of one entire diamond, and represented the 
most beauiful woman, that ever eyes beheld. 
Her air was full of dignity and sweetness: iA 
one hand she held a sceptre, in the other a 
book, and she had an imperial crown on her 
head. The old fairy gently touched thift 
figure with her wand, and immediately it 
stepped down from the pedestal, and began tO 
speak. No music was ever so pleasing as 
the voice of Truth. She addrest hei^self to our 
little hero, and examined him in his Catechism: 
As he had formerly been a little idle, he could 
not say it so well, as at that minute he wished 
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to do.— Little wretch said the old fairy 
frowning, why do you answer so stupidly? 
Have you never been taught? Here was a 
loop-hole through which a boy of a cowardly 
spirit^ might have crept out, by pretending, 
that his tutor had been in fault, and not him- 
self. But little George scorned to tell a lye : 
nor could he be so base as to excuse himself, 
by accusing an innocent person. Therefore, 
though trembling for fear of the old tairy, 
and her wand, he answered, Indeed, madam, 
I have been often bid to learn it, but I loved 
my diversions so well, that I never could 

apply to it ^Here the old fairy, smiling, 

kissed him, and said, my dear child, I forgive' 
your past idleness, in favour of your noble 
honesty. A fault honestly owned, is half 
a^ieaded, and thi^ nymph shall reward you« 

Immediately Truth gave him a little Cate- 
C'hisii) bound in silver enamelled, a pocket 
Bible with ruby clasps, and a small looking* 
glass in a gold case. In these books, my 
dear, said she, you shall find constant direc- 
tions from me, which, if you follow, will make 
you good, and great, and happy. If. you 
pever offend against me, I will be ready to 
assist you in all diflicuUies. If ever you 
$bou}d be tempted to offend me, look in thjs 

u2 
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glass. If you see yourself in it your own 
natural figure, go on contentedly, and be sore 
you are under my protection. But if you see 
yourself in the form of a slave, and a monster, 
greasy, ragged, loaded with chains : a double 
tongtie hanging out of your mouth, and a pair 
of ass's ears on your head, tremble to think, 
that you are got into the power of the wicked 
enchanter Falsehood. Retract the lye yon 
have told: stand still wherever you are: caH 
out aloud for my assistance : and do riot stir 
from the spot you are in, till I come to help 
you. So saying, the bright form re-ascended 
her pedestal : and four others, who stood (m 
each hand, being touched by the fairy wand, 
moved towards him. 

The first was a young woman clothed in a 
long white robe, perfectly neat and plain. 
She had fine flaxen hair, and blue eyes, which 
were fixed on the ground. A white veil 
shaded her face : and her colour went aad 
came every minute. She advanced with a 
slow pace, and spoke in a voice very low, but 
as sweet as the nightingale's. 

My name, said she, is Modesty. I have 
no merit, but perhaps as you are so young, it 
may be in my power to be of some little use 
to you. Before you get to the top of this^ 
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ca8tle3 you will see many strange things^ and 
be bid to do many things^ of which you do 
not understand the reason. But remember, 
that you are very young, and know nothing : 
and that every body here is wiser than you. 
Therefore observe attentively all that you see; 
and do readily all that you are bid. As you 
have recommended yourself to Truths we her 
handmaids are ready to give you all the assist* 
ance we can ; and you will need it all. 

Above all things fear Disgf^ace. It is a 
filthy puddle in the neighbourhood of this 
castle^ whose stains are not easily wiped off. 
Those, who run heedlessly, or wilfully into 
it, after repeated warnings, grow in time so 
loathsome, that no body can endure them. 

There is an enchantress, you will meet 
with, called Flattery^ who will offer you a 
very pleasant cup. If you drink much of 
it your head will turn : and while you fancy 
yourself a most accomplished person, she will 
touch you with her wicked wand, and imme- 
diately you will be metamorphosed into a 
butterfly, a squib, or a paper^kite. But as, 
perhaps, you must taste her cup, take this 
nosegay of violets : and as you find your head 
a little giddy smell to it, and you will be so 
refreshed^ that she will haye no power to hurt 
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you. This little nosegay will defend you also 
against the magician Pridey who in a thou- 
sand shapes will try to introduce himself to 
you, and persuade you to go with him to a high 
rock, from whence, he will either throw you 
down some frightful precipices, into the, pool 
of Disgrace, or else change you into a "Hon, 
or a tyger, or a bear, or into such a hi%e 
dropsical figure, that every body shall hate to 
look upon you : and that you shall not be able 
to pass through the gates that lead to Happi- 
ness. When you suspect his coming smell to 
your violets^ and you will immediately see 
through his disguise, and at the same time, they 
ehall make you so little, he shall not see you : 
and when you are in a crowd, smell to them 
again, and you shall pass through it without 
difficulty* I wish I had a belter gift to be- 
stow ; but accept of my all. 

Little Greorge thanked her kindly, and 
stuck the nosegay in his bosom. 

On the pedestal of the next figure, was in- 
scribed Natural Affection. Her countenance 
was sweet and engaging : her garment em- 
broidered with storks, doves, and various 
pretty animals. She had bracelets on her 
arms, and fine rings on every fipger: every 
one was the gift of some beloved friend or re- 

5 
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lation. My dear George, said she, I love you 
for the sake of your parents. I have a thou- 
.«and pretty gifts to bestow, and this particu- 
larly will be of use to you. She then gave him 
a small enamelled box, with pictures on ^very 
side. When, said she, you are in doubt how 
to behave, look upon the pictures. They are 
•those of your, parents, relations, and friends: 
being gifted by a fairy, you will see every 
figure in motion : and as your papa and 
•mamma, your brothers and sisters seem 
affected by your behaviour, you will judge 
whether you are acting right or wrong. I 
am sure it is your desire always to give them 
pleasure, and not pain, to be an honour to 
them, and not a reproach. 

The next image that spoke was entirely 
made of sugar, but a sugar as firm, and almost 
as clear as chrystal. Her name was Good 
Te^uper. In her bosom, she had a nosegay 
of roses without thorns. She took our little 
- friend by the hand, and seeing it scratched 
'from a scuffle he had with his companions, 
she healed it with a touch; and gave him a 
small amethyst phial filled with honey and 
oil of a peculiar kind. Touch your lips with 
this julep, said she, every morning. Though 
the phial is small^ it is inexhaustible, and you 
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will never more be liable to harm^ from any 
idle quarrel; as you will never say any thing 
peevish^ or provoking, all your companions 
will love you : and your servants will think it 
a blessing to live with you. 

One figure more remained, and the fairy 
had no sooner touched it, but down, from her 
pedestal jumped sprightly Diligence. She 
was drest like a huntress. Activity and 
nimbleneiss appeared in every limb. She 
sprung to George, clapped her hands on \m 
shoulders, and immediately there appeared a 
couple of little wings. These wings, said 
she, will be of great use to you in ascending 
the steep steps you will have to go up, by and 
bye. But all wings need frequent pluming: 
and these will lose all their virtue, if you do 
not keep them in order every day, by using 
the talisman, I am going next to give you. 
This talisman was a golden spur. This, said 
she, whenever your wings are drooping, (as 
they will very often, when the old witch X-a- 
siness approaches, who would metamorphose 
you into a dormouse) you must run gently 
into your side, and they will be ready imme* 
diately to carry you out of her reach. I am 
sure, you have too much true CDurage to fear 
» little trifling pain, when it will be the means 
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of gaining you every improvement. Good 
^^ig'^t* good night, my love. I see you are 
sleepy, but as soon as you wake in the morn^ 
ing, be sure to make use of your spur. 

The good old fairy then led Henry and 
George into a little neat room, where they 
went to bed and slept to day-break, dreaming 
of all the agreeable things they had seen and 
heard. George did not wake, till Henry was 
already up and drest : but he waked disturbed, 
and began to tell his friend his dreams. I 
thought, said he, that looking out of the win- 
dow, I saw all *my companions at play, and 
flew out to them directly, to show them those 
fine things, that the statues had given me. 
Instead of admiring me, they fell upon me : 
one seized one fine thing, and another, ano- 
ther ; till poor I had nothing left but my wings. 
What vexed me too, in the scuffle my violets 
were scattered, the books torn, the pictures 
spoilt, the glass broke, and the julep spilt. 
So that they were never the better, though 
I was so much the worse. Well, I took to 
my vrings however, and thought I might as 
easily fly in, as out, and then the good Fairy 
would give me more pretty things. But no 
mf^Yi matter: the windows were shut, tlie 
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doors were barred and bolted. Owls and 
bats flew about my head : geese hissed at me, 
asses brayed at me, monkies chattered in my 
ears, and I fell down nobody knows whither. 
Be thankful, said Henry, that it was only a 
dream ; here are all your pretty things safe ; 
and so saying he gently touched his side, like 
a true friend, with the spur, and up jumped 
little George all alive and merry. He read 
in his books : He with pleasure saw his own 
honest face in the Glass of Truth : He obser- 
ved with delight, the pictures of his friends 
and relations all smiling upon him. While he 
was tlius employed, in stept a sober-looking 
man, leaning on a staff. My young friends 
said he, I am sent to conduct you through 
the noble apartments of this Castle. A fine 
conductor indeed, said little George, who had 
unfortunately forgot both his violets, and his 
phial, your crutch, honest man will keep up 
rarely with my wings. Your wings young- 
ster, replied Application (for that was his 
name) will be of little service, unless I lend 
you a staff to rest upon, which wherever you 
set it down, will make your footing sure. 
This speech was unheeded by little George, 
who already upon the wing, fluttered away. 
Henry soon overtook him, having quite as 
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good pinions^ though he did not boast of 
them, but stayed first to bring with him the 
staff, the phial, and the nosegay, against his 
friend should need them. Little George was 
now trying to mount up a steep stair-case, 
which he saw multitudes of his own age as- 
cending. Very eagerly he stretched his 
wings, whose painted plumage glittered in 
the sun-beams, and very often just reached the 
top : but he was greatly surprized to find that 
he always slid back again, as if he had stood 
upon a slope of ice, so that hundreds and 
hundreds had got through the folding doors 
* above, while he was still but at the bottom. 
He cried for vexation : gave hard names to the 
boys that got before him, and was laughed 
at by them in return. The box of pictures 
gave him no comfort, for there he saw his 
^father frowning and his mother looking un- 
happy. At this minute, friendly Henry came 
to his relief, and giving him the violets, the 
phial, and the staff, make use of these, said h^ 
and you will easily get up with them, who are 
now before you. Observe, that they have, 
^very one of them, just such a staff, and that, 
notwithstanding their wings, they can rise but 
one step at a time. George, who had now. 
touched his lips with the phial, thanked him 
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very kindly, and they mounted several steps, 
hand in hand. On some were inscribed. Pro- 
pna quce Maribus : on others As in Prcesentiy 
and various other magic verses, which, they 
just rested long enough on every step to read 
and as they ascended, the steps grew easier 
and easier. George however was a little out 
of breath, and more than once wished himself 
out of the Castle. Yet he was delighted to 
find himself almost overtaking the foremost, 
who had, some of them, loitered by the way. 
And now he entered into an apartment, 
more magnificent than any he had ever seen. 
Thousands of rooms opened, one beyond ano- 
ther, furnished with all the elegance of taste. 
From every one of tliese were delightful 
prospects: but then, for a long while, he had 
not leisure to attend to the strange varieties 
of rich and uncommon ftirniture, exciting his 
curiosity every minute. One long gallery 
was hung with paintings, so exquisitely fine, 
that every figure seemed alive : and some of 
them actually spoke, and amused him with a 
thousand agreeable stories. Here he saw all 
the metamorphoses of the Heathen Gods, the 
adventures of j^neas, and a number of other 
things that I have not time describe, A 
young damsel attended him drest in a gown 
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made of feathers^ more gay than the rainbow. 
She had wings upon her head: she gave him 
the most delicious sweet-meats, and he drank 
out of a sparkling cup, the pleasantest liquoH' 
imaginable. This liglit dish did not quite 
satisfy a hungry stomach: so that George 
was not very sorry when, past through the 
gallery of Fiction, his fair conductress Poetry 
consigned him over to the care of a good 
hospitable old man, in the next apartment, 
whose table was covered with wholesome and 
substantial food. This apartment, called the 
Saloon of History, was by no means so gay 
as the former: but deserved examination bet- 
ter. The walls were covered with marble, 
adorned with the finest basso relievos, statues^ 
and. bustos, of every celebrated hero and le- 
gislator, struck the observing eye with vene- 
ration. The master of the feast was ex- 
tremely good-natured, and communicative: 
and ready to answer every question, that 
George's curiosity prompted him to ask. He 
commended him for his love of Truth, and 
toasted her health, as his own patroness. 
But, as the old gentleman was, sometimes, a 
little prolix in his stories, our young traveller 
amused himself, every now and then, with 
looking over his treasures. Surveying the 
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box of pictures, he could not help wishing 
for a nearer sight of the friends they repre- 
sented. A window, that stood open just by 
him, and overlooked a delightful play-field, 
reminded him of his wings. But the recol- 
lection of his frightful dream, prevented him 
from attempting an escape. 

At this minute, the Fairy Instruction ap- 
peared, with a smiling look. I know your 
thoughts, my dear, said she, and am willing 
to allow yon every reasonable- indulgence. 
I have, in my service, a number of little 
winged beings, whose business it is to convey 
my young friends, from time to time, to their 
beloved homes. In order to your returning 
safely, accept this key. You must be sure to 
rub it every morning, that it may not grow 
rusty, else the characters, that are engraved 
upon it, will disappear. If your key is kept 
bright, you need only read the inscription 
aloud, and, without difficulty you will return 
to this very apartment, and be intituled to an 
honourable reception. But if the key should 
grow rusty, beware of a disgraceful fall. Let 
your dream warn you to take care of your 
precious gifts, and to make a due use of them. 

She had scarcely done speaking, before 
there was a general voice of joy heard through 
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the whole apartment ; " the holidays are 
*^ come^ the holidays are CQiiie :" and imme* 
diately a number of little cherubims appeared, 
in the air, crowned with garlands, and away 
with them flew little George: but unluckily 
in his baste^ left both the staff, and the spur 
behind him. Indeed at this minute they were 
needless* 

His friends were all ready to receive him? 
with affectionate joy. They commended his 
improvements^ and listened with delight, to 
bis account of the surprising things he had 
seen ; and rejoiced in the marks of favour he 
had received from excellent and powerful 
Fairies. He played, about all day with his 
companions, and every thing was thought of, 
that could best divert him. In the midst of 
these amusements, the poor key was in a few 
days forget: nor did he recollect it, till one 
day he saw Henry sitting under a tree, and 
very diligently brightening up his own. Stu- 
pid boy, said giddy George, what do you sit 
moping there for ? Come and play. So I will 
presently, said Henry: but I must not neglect 
the means of returning honourably to the 
good Fairy. Hang the old Fairy, cried 
George: besides, my key will keep bright 
enough, I warrant it, without all this ado. 
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However, looking at the key, he found it 
brown with rust: and sadly his arm ached 
with the vain endeavour of rubbing it bright; 
for as he could not succeed in five minutes, 
down he flung it in despair. 

What do you cry for, ray pretty master? 
said a man in a fine coat, who was passing by* 
George told him his distress. Be comforted, 
said the man, I will give you a gold key set 
with emeralds, that shall be better by half, 
and fitter for a young gentleman of your rank, 
than that old woman's rusty iron. 

Just then, George, who did not want cle- 
verness, began to suspect something: and 
smelling to his violets, the fine man appeared 
in his true shape, which was, indeed^ no other 
than that of the magician Pride. He was 
immoderately tall and bloated : his eyes were 
fierce and malignant : his checks were painted, 
a peacock sat upon his head, a bear and a 
leopard followed him. In one hand he held an 
euipty bladder, and in the other a fatal wand* 
His under vest was stained and ragged ; but 
over it he had a pompous herald's coat, with a 
long train supported by an ugly dwarf, and a 
limping idiot, whom he turned back con* 
tinually to insult and abuse. Well was it for 
little George, that his violets bad rendered 
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him inftri$ible. He saw the magician go on 
to one of his companions^ who being destitute 
of such a defence, immediately became his 
prey. Take this nosegay, my child, said the 
wicked wretch> and presented him with a 
bunch of nettles, finely gilded, but very sting* 
jng. The poor boy had no sooner touched 
thedi than his countenance exprest pain : he 
qdafiNglled with every body round him: yet 
the simpleton kept continually smelling to his 
nosegay, and the more he was nettled, the 
more quarrelsome he grew. His size too, in- 
creased in proportion : he became swelled and 
bloated. He grew tall, too tall at once, bul^ 
it^was only by being raised on an enormous 
pair 6f stilts, on which he could not walk a 
step, without danger of tumbling down. 

George could not help laughing at his 
ridiculous figure, but would, out of good na- 
ture, have offered him his own bunch to 
smell to, if those unfortunate stilts had not 
raised hint quite oiit of his reach. He there- 
ibre wfes making the best of his way back^ 
having fiirst secured his key, when a laughing 
giddy hoyden called out to him, that she had 
fi[mnd a bird's nest. Away with her he rai) 
upon this new pursuit : and from bird's nest 
to birdV nest; and from butterfly to buttvfl^ 
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they scampered over the flow^ fields, till 
niglit drew on. She then persuaded him to 
go with het* to her mother's house, which wb§ 
but just by, and rest himself. 

He found there a lady lolling in an easy 
chair, who scarce raised her head to bid him 
welcome. A table however stood by her, ready 
spread with every kind of dainty, where Jcfie* 
n€68^ for so was his play-fellow called^ invited 
him to sit down : and after supper, lie was con* 
ducted into a chamber, set round with sbelvesof 
play-things, where, in a soft down bed^ he slept 
till very late the next day. At last, tliough 
unwillingly, he got up : but"^ for- no better 
purpose than to look over those woitbless toys, 
which he half despised all ttie while; What, 
thought he, is this tinsd, and glass^ and wood, 
to compare with the rich treasures c^ the old 
Fairy's Castle ? Neither the old woman here, 
nor the simpleton her daiighter,. will answer 
tne a question I ask, nor divert me with such^ 
stories, as the very pictures and statues there 
wei*^ full o£ Tims thinking, ke» continued 
nevertheless to divert himself with the play- 
Hiingsfy and was growing fa^t back into the 
love of rattles, and bells, when a sudden pamc 
seised him en seeing in the corners of every 
flh^^ fiUagree cages full of dormice., r . .Misera*' 

9 



A Fairy Tale. 307 

Me boy that I am^ cried he, Was must cer- 
tainly be the den of Laziness! How shall I 
iBKBpe? He tried to stretch his wings: but 
alas^ they drooped, and now, for the first 
lime, he found, and lamented the want of 
ftos spur. He ran to the windows: every 
prospect from thence was desolate and bar- 
ran, resembling exactly what he had read 
m bis mby-clasped book, of the field of the 
lloiggard. 

Ill vain did he look for the holidays to 
tmiispcHi; him from this wretched place. The 
last of them was already on the wing, and 
almost out of sight : for it is peculiar to these 
fittle beings to approach slowly, but to fly 
away with amazing swiftness. However, he 
net with assistance, where he least expected 
it A dismal cloud hung almost over his 
liead, which he feared would every minute 
burst in thunder ; when out of it flew a black 
eagle, who seized little George in lier talons, 
mait in jsl moment he found himself at the gates 
of tbeOastte of Instruction. 
, P^iiiaps you may not think bis case now, 
fltidcb better than it was before. A little 
Amnouse could have lain snug and warm, ia 
cotton : whereas poor George was forced to 
slttDd in tiie cold, among thofpa and briats, 

x2 
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vainly endeavouring to read the inscriptioti 
on his key, H'hich was now, alas, girowh 
rustier than evef. In the mean time he saw 
most of his companions, his friend Henry one 
of the foremost, fly oxet his head, while their 
polished keys glittered like diamonds: and 
all of them received into the apartments they 
came out of, with joyful acclamations. The 
boy upon stilts, indeed^ did not make so good 
a figure. He reached up to the window, hut 
his false key would not open it : and making 
a false step, down he tumbled into the dirty 
pooL 

At this minute, the old Fairy looked otit^ 
and calling to George, why do not you, my 
child, said she make use of your wings and 
your key ? I am impatient to have you amongst 
us again, that you may receive finer gifts, 
and see greater wonders, than any you bavil» 
met with yet. ' 

Here a woman came to him, clothed in 
hare-skins, and shivering with an ague, ^be 
touched him with, a cold finger, that cfaUied^ 
his blood : and stammered out these terrifying 
words, D don't g go int t to the € cdstle, 'JP 
funi^htwmt is r ready for r ' y. jfoir, r . rum 
away. ' : • 

Scorn Punishment, and deqiise it> -md^ 
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Foolhardines^f a Utile pert monkey in a scarlet 
Coat, and mounted upon a goose. 

Fear Disgrace, said Sfiame, and with a 
ronef^busb, whicb she carried, brushed tlie 
mciikey into the dirty poo), where he lay 
scfeaming and chattering, while his goose 
bissed iat him. 

Poor GiBorge knew not what to do. It once 
canfie into his head to make a plausible excuse, 
and say his key was very bright, but the lock 
was^ out of order. But bethinking himself to 
skp^ly to his glass, he no sooner saw the ass's 
ears, than, in honest distress, he called out, O 
IVuthy Truthj come, to my assistance. I have 
been very idle, aiid I am very sorry, Truths 
Trtc^A, come to my assistance. 

He fainted away with terror, as he spoke, 
but,^when he recovered, found himself within 
ftie Castle, the bright figure of Truth smiling 
upon htm: and Forgiveness, anothei* very 
aniiable fprm, distinguished by a slate, and o, 
spunge^ with which she wiped out all faults^ 
caressing him« Indeed she had need^ for he 
felt himself a little stiff, and sore, with some 
«ough methods, that had been used to bring 
him to himself. These two nymphs consigned 
him to the care of Amendment^ who promised 
iiever to forsake him^ till he got to the top of 

4 
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the Castle: and, under her giiidancet.he yfrnA 
no very cheerfully. 

Indeed he was a Tittle vexed at the first 
steps he came to, on Bnding himself struck 
pretty hard by an angry looking man ; but 
when he found, that it was only in cnrder to 
return him his staff, and his spur, fie thank* 
ed him for his friendly blow,. and ftom^tHat 
time proceeded with douUe alactity. He 
sbon overtook his companions again, and you 
may imagine, how joyful was the Meetiag^ 
between him and Henry, who loved bjan too 
well, not to go on very melancholy, while 
George had staid behind. How I rejoieed, 
fsaid he, to see you under the conduct of the 
lady Amendment i now nothing can ever part 
us more. 

The Poetical Gallery, the Saloon df His- 
tory, afibrded them new delights In every 
room, through which they past, were tabks 
covered with gems, medals, little imagM» ^eak, 
intaglios, and ail kinds of curiositieB,, of 
which, they were assured, that the tnor^ Uiey 
took, the more welcome they should be. 
. But here George was a little perplexed 
again. His pockets were filled over and oveM 
still, as he came to new treasures^ he -was 
forced to throw aside the o^^nci^ . la waJM 
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fD6m:' yet was told^ that it would not be 
taken well> if he did not keep them alU A|; 
last he c&me fortunately into a room of po- 
Ksfaed steel, where» on a throne of jasper, s^t 
a lady» with a crown upon her head, oif^ie 
brighteast jewels* Upon her robe was wovct^ 
iti the liveliest colours and perfectly distinct 
Ihoogh in minature, every thing that thie 
woitld contains. She had steel tablets in her 
hand, on which she was always engraving 
something excellent : and on the rich diadem, 
Ihat encircled her forehead, was embroidered 
the word Memory. 

• You could not, said slie to George, have 
applied to a properer person than to me, to 
help you out of your present difficulty. She 
then gave him a cabinet, so small, and so 
Kght, that he could carry it without the least 
ihconvenience : and, at the same time, so ribh 
and elegant, that no snuff-box, set with dia- 
monds, was ever more ornamented. It had 
millions of little drawers, all classed and num- 
bered: and in these, he found all Ihe fine 
things he had been so incumbered with, ra;nged 
in tlieir proper order. 

The only thing I insist on, said slie, is that 
you will keep your drawers exactly clean, and 
never litter them with trash. If you stuff them 
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with what does not deserve a placq^ they will no 
longer be capable of con taming real treasures) 
but the bottom of the cabinet will become di<^ 
rectly like a sieve : and if ^aZic^or Regentmeiit 
ever persuade you, to put in any thing out of 
their shops, you will soon find every drawer 
infested with snakes and adders. But, above 
all things, value the gifts of Truth, Qroiitude, 
and J^riencUhip, which will fill them with 
(constant perfume, that shall poal^ejou agree-^ 
able to every body. 

Thus funtished, George prqqeeded joyfully, 
and ascended from one apartment to another, 
till he become possest of all the treasures of 
the Castle. Spmetimes Imagination led him 
into delightful gardens, gay with perpetual 
spring. Sometimes from entrances dug into 
the solid rpc^, (on the side of the apartments! 
opposite to the windowsj^ he wandered through 
the mines of ^ciefice, and brought from thence, 
riches that had not yet been discovered. The 
holidays always found him cheerfully glad to 
go with them : but ppt impatient for their 
apprpach;^ and equally glad to return, when 
they flew back. Whenever he ^returned, he 
was received >vilh l^ionour, and crowned with 
wreaths of bays and laurel, lie became a 
favourite with the VirtueSj^ and tjie G^facefi, 
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and at last was led by them to the top of the 
Castle : where Reputation and Prudence wait-? 
ed to receive him, and conduct him through 
a fair plain, that was stretched out along the 
top of the mountain^ and terminated by the 
glitterhig temple of Felicity *, 

• ^is Fairy T^e, or perhaps more properly, Allegory, 
which was thejd^^ght as well as the instruction of the 
Editor *s youth, ^«dE[|^ot disgrace even the modern highly 
impruyed assistapc^ to '^dupation, 
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IMITATIONS OF OSS^IAN. 



IMITATION I. 



Why dost thou not visit my hall, Dai^hter 
of the gentle Smile? Ihou art in thy hall of 
joy, the feast of shells is spread : the bars are 
assembled around. Sad I sit alone, and listen 
to the beating rain. The gale sounds hollow 
in the east, but no music comes on the blast, 
to my solitary ear. The red coals glow 
sullenly in my grate, biit Ihey should blaze 
cheerfully for thee. Why dost thou nqt visit 
my hall. Daughter of the gentle Smile ? 

Thy fame shall be heard in the song, for the 
bards assemble at thy call. When I go to 
the narrow house, silence shall rest upon my 
memory. For lonely I sit all the day, and 
listen to the dashing rain. The keen wind 
whistles at my gate, and drives away the 
timid guest. Dark boats pass by on the swift 
stream, but no passenger lands at my hall. 
Thou too, O sweet Daughter of the Smile, 
jdkdst sail bv over the blue wave, when the 
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voice * of joy was in the hall of kings. Bnt 
Therina past the day silent and solitary. 
When a thousand oaks flamed^ beyond the 
stream^ she saw the distant blaze, like the red 
streaks of the setting sun. She heard the 
murmur of the distant shouts; and at last 
through the dark air, she saw the approaching 
torch, that lighted back her frienda, from "^e 
feast of empty diells. I%e rasi to meet them 
through the londy hall ; and the vdnd lifted 
ber cloak. 

Will no Toice re{dy to my song? I too havtt 
9l lia^, which the winds sweep with ibs wings. 

* Th^ Coronation in 1760. Hiss Talbot tfaen wip oi 
the 40th year of her age when she wrote this ImitatiQEn. 
Oidy specimens of Ae Poems of Oasian had then beea 
pnblisheiL Fingai was not printed tiB 1788(, and Ttanoffi 
not till the following year. 



IMITATION II. 



THERINA AND CARTHONA. 

Therina, 

Daughter of the song, why is thy loo|j: so 
pensive ? Why dost thou regard me with an 
eye of compassion ? 

Carthona. Thy melancholy strain pierced 
my hedrt. I view thee already as in the 
narrow hoifse^ where all is silence and dark- 
ness. I look upon thee as a diamond buried 
deep in the rock> when it ought to be flaming 
on an imperial diadem. 

Tlierina. Partial is thine eye, kind Daughter 
of Harmony, and idly fictitious was my plaint-^ 
tive strain. My expectations look beyond the 
narrow house^ and the view terminates in 
splendour. Yet I am not a diamond^ O 
Carthona, but a feeble glow-worm of the 
earthy whose sickly lustre would go out in 
open day, and is beheld to advantage, only 
from being judiciously placed amidist obscu- 
rity. 
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Carthona. Lowly Daughter of Indolencei 
thou dost not well to accjuiesce in the meanesti 
and most useless form of being, who mightest 
warble on a bough with the sbngstresfles of 
the grove, or shine on gay wings, witli the 
flutterers of tlie air. 

Therina. I was once a butterfly, O Car* 
thona, and my existence was most despicable. 
The glow-worm in its low estate, is pleasing 
to the eye, that approaches it near : is useful 
sometimes, to direct the steps of the benighted 
traveller. 

Cartkona. Daughter of Itidolence^! Thy 
discourse is idle and ungrateful. 

Therina. Hear then, O Carthona! the 
reverse of my plaintive strains, and may it 
sound sweet in thine ears. Thou art pleased 
with the tale of Malvina, who attended the 
blind age of Ossian, emphatically blind! Her 
form rises elegant to thy mind, and the voice 
of her praise sounds melodious to thy fancy. 
Yet what is the faaie of Malvina ? And wliat 
was the merit of Ossian ? The threads of my 
life, O Carthona, though homely, are woven 
amid others of inestimable tincture. ^ The 
ties of indissoluble friendship have mingled 
them among threads of purest gold, the richest 
purple, and the brightest silver. Such are the 
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durable textures, which heaven has framed ia 
the loom of civilized society: While the 
scattered threads of Fingars days are like 
autumnal cobwebs, tost by winds from 
thorn to thorn : whence some few of peculiar 
whiteness are collected by the musing bard^ 
when solitary he roams amid the pathless 
wild. 
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t IMITATION IIL 



^TiiuE^Ossian, T deliglif in songs : harmouy 
sooths my soul. It sooths it O Ossian, but it 
raises it far above these grassy clods, and 
rocky hills. It exalts it above the vain phan- 
toms of clouds, the wandering meteors of the 
night. 

Listen in thy turn, thou sad son of Fingal, 
to the lonely dweller of the rock. Let thy 
harp rest for a while, and thy thoughts cease 
to retrace the war and bloodshed, of the days 
that are past. Sightless art thou O Ossian, 
and sad is thy failing age. Thine ear is to the 
hollow blast, and thy expectation is closed in 
the narrow house. Thy memory is of the 
deeds of thy fathers, and thy fathers, where 
are they.^ What O Ossian, are those deeds of 
other times ? they are horror, and blood, and 
desolation. 

Harp of Ossian be still. Why dost thott 
sound in the blast, and wake my sleeping 
fancy ? Deep and long^ has been its reposei 



Sdlid ar&tb^ Myalls that surround me*» The 
:idfe laiugh enters njot here : why then $hQul<;l 
the idler tear ? Y^ Omsm I would w^p ^ 
:thee ; I would weep for tUee, M^Jvina-— r^ut 
'.my days are as the .flight of aq arrow/ Sb#|l 
-th€ arrow turn aside from iU juark ? , 

Bright wa3 thy geniuB^ Ossian ! but dgi^'knoss 
< was in thy heart ; It shrank froi)[) the light <)f 
heaven. Tbe.lonely dweUier j^ lhe,rQ<;k Sfujg, 
in vain, to thy deafened ear. The Grecian 
'^^ was not bhnd lilce tliee. On inixi tlie true buij 
^ never dawned : yet he sung, though erroneoi>s, 
^of all-ruling Providencie, and faintly looked 
.^4ip to the parent of gods and men. Tifcjy 
«jirivid iancy Q, Ossian, what beheld it but, a 
cloudy Fingal ? Vaiu in the pride of aficestry, 
thou remainest by choice an orphan, in an 
orphan world. Did never the dweller of the 
rock point out to thy friendless age, a kindred 
higher than the heaven ? A brotherhood wide 
as the world ? A staffs to thy failing steps ? A 
light to thy sightless soul ? And didst thou re- 
ject them, Ossian ? What then is genius, but 
a meteor brightness ? The humble, the mild, 
the simple, the uneloquent, with peaceful steps 

* She was then residing in Lambeth Palace ; and who- 
•Ter has seen that noble work of other times will allow that 
die epithet is not misapplied. 

y2 
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followed their welcome pastor^ into fair meads 
of everlasting verdure^—— While thou sittest 
gloomy on the storm-beaten hill^ and repeating 
to the angry blasts the boast of human pride: 
the tales of devastation of war: the deedft 
of other times. Far other times are thes e ■ 
Ah would they were! For still destruction 
spreads : still human pride rises with the tygers 
of the desart^ and makes its horrid boast ^ ! 

* Consequently this was written before the Peace of 
1763. This last imitation is by much the finest. It shovt 
a mind accustomed to think, and to think upon the best 
^d truest principles ; nndazzled by the glare and splendour 
of language, though deeply sensible to its charms. Sup* 
^sing the Poems of Ossian to be genuine, these Reflections 
are peculiarly just and affectiiigi 
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ALI^EGORY L 



Ufe compared to a Play. 

^ If I was not quite sick of the number rtf 
stupid dreams, which have been writ ill 
imitation of those excellent ones published in 
the Spectators, Tatlers, and some later peri- 
odical papers, I should be exceedingly tern ptdi 
' to fall into some allegorical dumbers; After 
.this declaration, I know not why I may not 
actually do it ; idnce I see people in a hundred 
\other instances, seem to imagine that censuring 

• any thing violently, is amply sufficient tq ex- 
cuse th^ir being guilty of it. 

Suppose me then composed in my easy 
chair, after having long meditated on that 

< old and tlireadbare comparison of human Life 
to a Play. To this, my imagination furnishes 

' abundance of scenery; and the train of my 

• thoughts go on just as well, after my eyes are 
closed, as it did before. 

As I have yet but a very inconsiderable 
, part in the. performance, I have leisure enough 
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to stand between the scenes, and to amuse 
myself with various speculations. Fortunately 
for me, I am placed near a person, who can 
give me suflScient information of the whole 
matter ; since indeed this venerable person is 
no other, than the orighially intended direc* 
tress of the theatre. Wisdom by name : but 
being of a temper abpve entering into all the 
little disputes of the actors, she has suffered her 
place to be usurped by a multitude of preten- 
ders, who mix the vilest of farces, and the 
absurdest of tragedies, with thq oobldst draxn^^ 
in the world. 

These destructive interlopers were busily 
instructing all the actors as they appealed upon 
the stage, and indeed one might easily see tiie 
effects of their teaching. Scarce one in fifty 
repeated a single line with a natural and un- 
affected air. Every fealure was distorted by 
grimace: many a good sentiment etctr^e,^ by 
the emphasis with which it was pronounced. 

Would it not put one quite out of patience, 
said my neighbour, to see that fellow there, so 
entirely spoil one of the finest passages in the 
play, by turning it into a mere rant? Is there 
, jmy bearing that man, who pretending to act 
the lover, puts on all the airs of a madi^man ? 
Why sir, do you think that graceful figure^ 
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that sense, and all those advantages you were 
drest with, in order to do honour to my com- 
pany, were given you, only that you might 
walk about the stage, sighing and exclaiming? 
Pray let me cast an eye upon your part.— 
Look ye, are here any of those soliloquies that 
you are every moment putting in ? — Why, 
here is not a single word of misery, death, 
torment. — The lover waking out of his reverie, 
pointed to a prompter that stood at a little 
distance, when Wisdom perceived it to be 
busy Imogination. She only, with an air of 
compassion, drew the poor youth to her side 
of the stage, and begged he would keep out 
of the hearing of so bad a director. 

The next, we happened to attend to, was 
a young woman, of a most amiable figure, 
who stood pretty near us, but the good-nature 
in her countenance was mixed with a kind of 
haughty disdain^ whenever she turned towards 
Imagination^ that did not absolutely please 
me. I remarked upon it to my friend, and we 
jointly observed her stealing leisure from her 
part, to look over the whole scheme of tlie 
Drama. That actress; says she, has a most 
charming genius, but she loo has a Trovers 
in it. Because she lias seen some love scenes, 
TO the play, ridiculously acted, and heard 
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them censured by those, whose Judgment she 
respects, and especially liecause she is very 
justly displeased with all the bombast slufti 
Imagination puts into them, she will, against 
lier senses believe, there is scarce a single 
line about it, in the whole Drama : and there 
you may see her striking out for spurious 
passages that have warmed the noblest hearts 
with generous sentiments, and gained a just 
applause from Socrates and Plato themselves: 
4wo of the finest actors I ever had. This is, 
iK)wever, an error on the right side, Happy 
for you, young actress, if you never fall into 
a worse. She may indeed miss of saying an 
agreeable thing, but she never will say an 
Absurd one. 

, Look yonder, and you will see more dan- 
gerous, and more ridiculous mistakes. That 
group of youi>g actors, Just entering on the 
.stage, who cannot possibly have beheld more 
than half a scene, pretend already, in a deci- 
sive way, to give, their Judgment of the whole. 
They do not so much as wait for their cue, 
^^which years and discretion ought to give them) 
.'but thrust forward into the very middle of the 
vnction. Some of them, displeased with the 
.decorations of their part of tlie theatrey are 
i'busiedixi hurrying the tinsel ornainaits^ from 

3 
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, Che other corners of it, where they were mucti 
more becomingly placed. That man yonder, 
, who ought to be acting the part of a hero, is 
. 8o taken up wilh adjusting his dress, and 
that of his companions, that he never once 
«eems to think of the green-room, where a|l 
Uiese robes must soon be laid aside. 

Look yonder, look yonder ! This is a pitist- 

ible sight indeed. Behold that woman exqui- 

sitdy handsome still, though much past tile 

, bloom of youth, and formed to shine in any 

part, but so unhappily altaclied to that she 

Jjas just left, that her head is absolutely turned 

behind her: so unwilling is she to lose sight 

, of her beloved gaieties. 

In another place you may see persons, Whte^, 
sensible tliat the splendid dresses of the theati^ 
care only lent them, for a time, disdain, with ?a 
fSuUen ill-judged pride, to put them on at aU^ 
-and so di^race the parts that were allotted 
them for their own advantage. . S 

\ Alas! what a different prompter has that 
actor got I He was designed to v represent a 
^cbaracter of generosity, and, for that purpose, 
;.furnished with a large treasure of counters, 
^which it was his business to dispose of in the 
,mo6t graceful piapuer, to those actors engaged 
4ft Jtbe.s^m^.se^^e wijhihiin. Instead of thi$, 
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that old fellow^ Interest, who stands at liis 
elbow, has prompted him to put the whole 
bag into his pocket, as if the counters them- 
selves were of real value: wher6as the mo- 
ment he sets his foot off the stage, or is hurried 
down, through some of those trap-doors, that 
are every moment opening around him, these 
tinsel pieces are no longer current To con- 
ceal, in some measure, the falseness of this 
behaviour, he is forced to leave out a hundred 
fine passages, intended to grace his character, 
and t6 occasion unnumbered chasms, and in* 
consistencies, which not only make him hissed, 
but the very scheme of the Drama murmured 
at. Yet still he persists : and see ! just now, 
when he ought lo be gracefiilly treading the 
stage with a superior air ; he is stooping down 
to pick up some more counters that happen to 
be fallen upon the dirty floor, made dirty on 
purpose for the disgrace of those who chuse 
to grovel there. 

You can scarce have an idea, added my 
instructress, how infinitely the harmony of the 
whole piece is interrupted, by the misuse 
which these wrong-headed actors make of its 
mere decorations. The pari you have to act> 
child, is a very small one. But remember^ 
it is iufinitely superior ti every such attach-^ 

8 
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ment Fix your attention upon its meaning ; 
not its oraaments. Let your manner be just, 
and unaffected ; your air cheerful and disen* 
gaged. Never pretend to look beyond the 
pl^esent page : and above all, trust the great 
Author of the Drama, with his own glorious 
work : and never thiQk to mend what is above 
your understanding, by minute criticisms, that 
are below it. 



ALLEGORY IL 



^' The Danger of Indulgence of the Imagina": 

nation. - 



'}; Methought as I was silting al worki a 
young woman came into the rooin, clothed 19 
a loose green garment. HeV long hair fell in 
ringlets upon her slioulders: lier head was 
crowned with roses and myrtles. A prodigious 
sweetness appeared in her countenance, and 
notwithstanding the irregularity of her fea- 
tures, and a certain wildness in her eyes, she 
seemed to me the most agreeable person I had 
ever beheld. 

When she was entered, she presented me 
with a little green branch, upon which was a 
small sort of nut enclosed in a hard black 
^hell, which she said was both wholesome and 
delicious, and bid me follow her, and not be 
afraid, for she was going to make me happy. 

I did as she commanded me, and immedi- 
ately a chariot descended, and took us up. 
It was made of the richest materials, and 
drawn by four milk-white turtles. Whilst 
we were hurried with a rapidT motion, over 
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vast oceans, boundless plains, and barren de- 
sarts, she lold me, that her name was Imagi-- 
nation ; that she was carrying me to Parnas^ 
$us^ where she herself lived. 

I had scarce time to thank her, before we 
arrived at the top of a very high mountain, 
covered with very thick woods. Here we 
ahghted: and my guide taking me by the 
hand, we passed through several, beautiful 
groves of myrtle, bays, and laurel, separated 
from one another by little green alleys, ena- 
melled with the finest flowers. Nothing was 
to be heard but the rustling of leaves, the 
humming of bees, the warbling of birds, and 
tlie purling of streams: and in short, this spi>t 
seemed to be a Paradise. 

After wandering some time in this delight- 
ful place, we came to a long grass walk ; at 
the further end of which, in a bower of jessa- 
mins and woodbines, strewed with flowers, sat 
a woman, of a middle age, but of a pleasing 
countenance. Her hair was finely braided : 
and she wore a habit of changeable silk. 

When we approached her she was weaving 
nets of the finest silk, which she immediately 
threw down, and embraced me. I was sur-^ 
prized at ^o much civility from a stranger; 
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which she perceiving, bid me not wonder at 
the kindness she showed for me> at first sight, 
since, besides my being in Ihe company of 
that lady, (pointing to Imagination) which 
was recommendation enough, my own person 
would entitle me to the favour of all who saw 
me: but, added she, you have had a long 
walk, and want rest ; come and sit down in 
ray bower. 

Though this offer would, at another lime, 
liave been very acceptable to me, yet so great 
was my desire of seeing the Muses, that I 
begged to be excused, and to have permission 
to pursue my joumey. Being informed by 
imagination where we were going, she com- 
mended my laudable curiosity, and said, she 
would accompany us. As we went along, she 
told me her name was Good-Will, and that 
she was a great friend to the Muses, and to 
the lady who brought me hither, whom she 
had brought up from a child ; and had saved 
her from being carried away by Severity and 
Ill-humour, her inveterate enemies. 

When she had done speaking, wc arrived 
at the happy place I had so much wished to 
see. It was a little circuUir opening, at the 
upper end of which sat, on a throne of the 
most fragrant flowers, a young man in aflame- 
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coloured garment^ of a noble, but haughty 
countenance: He was crowned with laurel^ 
and held a harp in his hand. Round him sat 
nine beautiful young women, who all played 
upon musical instruments. These, Imagina- 
tion told me, were Apollo and the Muses. 
But above all the rest, there were tliree that 
I most admired, and who seemed fondest of 
me. 

One of these was clothed in a loose and 
careless manner : she was reposed on a bank 
of flowers, and sung with a sweeter voice than* 
any of the others. The garment of the se- 
cond was put on with the greatest care and 
exactness, and richly embroidered with the 
gayest cplours, but it did not seem to fit her« 
But it was the third whom I most admired. 
She was crowned with roses and a variety of 
other flowers. She played upon all the in* 
struments, and never staid five minutes in a 
place. 

Just as I was going to sit down to a fine 
repast, which they had prepared for me of the 
fruits of the mountain, we saw two grave-, 
looking men advancing towards us. Imme^ 
diately Imagination shrieked out, and Good^ 
Will said she had great reason, for those 
were Severity and lU^Humour, who had like 

z 
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to have ran away with her, when but a child^ 
as she had told me before. You too,, added 
she, may be in danger, therefore come into 
the midst of us. 

I did so: and by ihis time the two men were 
come up. One of them, was completely 
armed, and held a mirror in his hand. The 
other wore a long robe, and held, in one hand, 
a mariner's compass, and in the other a Ian- 
thorn. They soon pierced to the centre of 
our little troop ; and the first, with much ado, 
at length forced me from the only two, who 
still held out agahist them, and made me 
hearken to the other, who bid me not be 
afraid, and told me, though I might be preju- 
diced against him and his companion, by those 
I had lately been with, yet they had a greater 
desire of my happiness, and would do more 
towards it. But, said he, if you have eat any 
of that fruit, which you have in your hand, 
of which the real name is Obstinacy, all I can 
say will be ineffectual. 

I assured him, I had not tasted this fatal 
fruit He said he was very glad of it, and 
bid me throw it down and follow him, which 
I did, till by a shorter way, we came to the 
brow of the mountain. When we were there, 
he told me, the only way to deliver myself 
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from ihe danger I was tlien in^ was to leap 
down into the plain below. As the mountaia 
seenoed very steep, and the plain very barren, 
I could neither persuade myself to obey, nor 
had I courage to disobey him. 

I thus stood wavering for some time, till 
the man in armour pushed me down^ as Men- 
tor did Telemachus. When I was recovered 
from the first shock of my fall, how great was 
my surprize to find this paradise of the world, 
this delightful mountain^ was raised to that 
prodigious height, by mere empty clouds. 
* After they had given me some time to won-» 
der, he, who held the lanthorn in his hand, 
told me that the place before m^ w^s |:he 
Mount ^of WoUy. That IfnagincUion was 
Romance^ Good- Will was Flattery , ApoUo 
WB8 Bombast, That the two false Muses 
who tried most. to keep me from. coming with 
them, were Seif-Cowee«t, and Idleness: that 
the oihetB .mere Jfi€07istancyy Fidse-Tostej 
Ignorance, and Affectation her daughter, 
Enthusiasm of Poetiy, OredvUty a great pro* 
moter of their despotic dominion, and Fan^ 
tasticalnesSj who took as many hearts as any 
of the rest. 

I thanked him for this information, and 
told him, that it would almost equal the joy of 

z S 
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my deliverance^ to know the names of my 
deliverers. He told me his own was Good- 
Advice, and his companion's Gaod-Sense, his 
brother, and born at the same time. He 
added, that if I liked their company, they 
would, after having shewn me the many thou- 
sand wretches, whom my false friends had 
betrayed, conduct me to the abode of AppUr 
cation and Perseverancey the parents of all 
the virtues. 

I told him that nothing could afford me a 
more sensible pleasure. Then, said he, pre- 
pare yourself for a scene of horror : and im- 
mediately, with the help of his brother, he 
lifted up the mountain, and discovered to my 
sight a dark and hollow vale, where, under 
the shade of cypress and yew, lay in the ut- 
most misery, multitudes of unhappy mortals, 
mostly young women, run away with by Ro- 
mance. When I had lefl this dreadful spot, 
and the mountain was closed upon them, just 
as I was going to be good and happy^ some 
unhappy accident awakened me. 



PORTRY. 



POETRY. 



Awake, my Laura, break the silken chain. 
Awake, my Friend, to hours unsoird by pain : 
Awake to peaceful joys and thought refin'd. 
Youth's cheerful mom, and Virtue's vigorous mind ; 
Wake to all joys, fair friendship can bestow, 
All that from health, and prosp'rous fortune flow. 
Still dost thon sleep ? awake, imprudent fair. 
Few hours has life, and few of those can spare *. 

Forsake thy drowsy couch, and sprightly rise 
While yet fresh morning streaks the ruddy skies : 
While yet the birds their early mattins sing, 
And all around us blooming as the spring. 
Ere sultry Phoebus with his scorching ray 
Has drank the dew-drops from their mansion gay, 
Scorch'd ev'ry flow'r, embrown'd each drooping green, 
PalFd the pure air, and chas'd the pleasing scene. 
Still dost thou sleep ? O rise, imprudent fair. 
Few hours has life, nor of those few can spare. 

But this, perhaps, was but a summer song. 
And winter nights are dark, and cold, and long : 
Weak reason that, for sleeping past the mom 
Yet urg'd by sloth, and by indulgence born. 

* For is there aught in sleep can charm th^ wiM ? 
To lie in dull oblivion, losing half 
The fleeting moments of too short a life ! 

Thomson's Summer 
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Oh rather haste to rise, my slumbering friend. 
While feeble suns their scanty influence lend ; 
While cheerful day-light yet adorns the skies. 
Awake, my Friend ! my Laura haste to rise. 
For soon the uncertain short-liv'd day shall fail. 
And soon shall night extend her sooty veil * : 
Blank nature fades, black shades and phantoms drear 
Haunt the sick eye, and fill the court of fear. 
O therefore sleep no more, imprudent fair. 
Few hours has day, few days the circling year. 
Few years has life, and few of those can spare. 

Think of the task those hours have yet in view. 
Reason to arm, and passion to subdue ; 
While life's fair calm, and flatt'ring moments last, 
To fence your mind against the stormy blast : 
Early to hoard blest Wisdom's peace-fraught store. 
Ere yet your bark forsakes the friendly shore, 
And the winds whistle, and the billows roar. } 

Imperfect beings ! weakly arm'd to bear 
Pleasure's soft wiles, or sorrow's open war ; 
Alternate shocks from diflTrent sides to feel. 
Now to subdue the heart, and now to steel : 
Yet fram'd with high aspirings, strong desires. 
How mad th' attempt to quench celestial fires ! 
Still to perfection tends the restless mind^ 
And happiness its bright reward assign'd. 
And shall dull sloth obscure the Heav'n-beam'd ray 
That guides our passage to the realms of day. 
Cheers the faint heart, and points the dubious way ! 
Not weakly arm'd, if ever on our guard. 
Nor to the worst unequal it prepared : 

* The Dight cumcth when no man work. John ix. 4. 

5 
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Not unsarmoantable the task, if loy'd. 

Nor short the time if ev'ry hour improved. 

O rouse thee, then, nor shun the glorious strife, 

E&tend, improve^ enjoy thy hours of life : 

Assert thy reason, animate thy heart, 

And act thro' life's short scene the useful part : 

Then sleep in peace, by gentlest memVy crown'd. 

Till time's vast year has fill'd its perfect round. 



ON READING THE LOVE ELEGIES, 1742 



Hither yoar wreaths, ye droophig Muses, bring 
The short-liv'd rose f , that bloonis but to decay ; 

Love's fragrant myrtles, that in Paphos spring. 
And deathless Poetrv's immortal bav. 

And oh thon gentlest shade accept the verse. 
Mean tho' it be, and artlessly sincere, 

That pensive thus attends thy silent hearse. 
And steals, in secret shades, the pious tear. 

What heart, by Heav'n with gen'rons softness blest. 
Bat in thy Lines its native language reads ? 

Where hapless Love, in classic plainness dre^t, 
Gracefully mourns, and elegantly bleeds. 

In vain, alas, thy fancy fondly gay 

Trac'd the fair scenes of dear domestic life« 

The sportives forsook their wanton play. 
To paint for thee the Mistress, Friend, and Wife. 



* These Lines were written after reading Hammond's Elegies in 
M.S. a year before they were published. See his Life prefixed to 
Foulis' edition, fol. 1787, in which these Lines are printed. Miss 
Talbot was then only 22 years of age. Later in life she would pro- 
bably have admired them less. 



nimium breves 



Flores amaense ferre jube rosae. HoR. II. Ode 3. 
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One caught from Delia's lips the winning smile. 
One from her eyes his little soul inspir d ; 

Then selz'd thy pen, and smootl^'d tby flowing style. 
Then wept,. and trembled, and with aobs ^dmir'd. 

O luckless Lover ! form'd for better days, 
For golden years, and ages long ago. 

For Thee Persephone impatient stays *, 
For Thee the willow and the cypress grow. 



* Oh spare, Persephone, this guiltless bend. 

Habtmosiid, Elegp. IV. 



WRIT ON NBW«YBAR'S-BVE, WHILE THB BELLS WERB 
RINGING OUT THE OLD YEAR. 



I. 



Again the smoothly circling year. 
Beneath fair skies serene and clear. 

Completes its gentle round ; 
Sweet bells in tuneful sounds express 
Gay thanks for rural happiness. 

And months with plenty crown'd. 



II. 



While yet remains the courteous guest, 

be my grateful thoughts exprest 

Unmixed with grief or fear. 
Farewell ye seasons ! roll away, 

1 wish not to prolong your stay, 

Tho' age brings up the rear. 

III. 

Cheerful I trust, for future good^ 
The hand which all the past bestow'd. 

Nor heed life's shifting scene. 
Farewell kind year, which still^has blest 
My days with peace, my nights with rest. 

And leav'st my mind serene. 



t 
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IV. 



Not yet— but now impends the stroke, 
The far resounding midnight clock 

Has summon'd thee away ; 
Go mingle with the countless past. 
Till time himself has liv'd his last, 

In soft oblivion stay. 

V. 

But then with smiling grace appear^ 
Thou blameless, grief-unsullied year, 

O smile once more on me. 
And witness that thy golden hours 
Have all been prized, as sunmier flowers 

By some industrious bee. 



TO CHEERFULNESS. 



r. 

Fair Cheerfulness, nymph who all nymphs dost excel. 
Ah tell me, sweet Cheerfulness, where dost thou dwell ? 
I would search the world round, thee dear charmer to find. 
And with thy rosy chaplet my forehead to bind. 

II. 

When with thee, shall I drink of the clear crystal spring. 
While birds on the branches rejoicingly sing ? 
When, with thee, on the sun-shiny hills shall I play ? 
When all nature around us, looks flow'ry and gay? 



III. 



Oh why have I lost thee ? What heedless offence. 
Delightful companion, has banish'd thee hence ? 
This heart, still thy own, has admitted no guest 
By whom thou, dearest charmer, should be dispossess 

IV. 

Thou ever wert known with Religion to dwell. 
And gild with thy smiles her contemplative cell : 
With Innocence thou trippest light o'er the green. 
While the blue sky above shines all clear and serene. 
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V. 



With Philosophy oft thy gay moments were paat. 
When Socrates heighten'c) the pleasing repast. 
With Industry ever thou lovest to go, 
Tho' she carry the milk-pail, or follow the plough. 

VI. 

Far away from my bosom I banish'd thy foes. 
Nor admitted one thought, that could hurt thy repose : 
Unresting Ambition, wild Passion's excess ; 
Anxiety vain, and romantic Distress. 

VII. 

Indeed giddy Mirth, and her frolicsome crew ? • 

But little, if ever, thy Rosalind knew : 

Yet my solitude often by thee has been blest. 

My days thou hast brightien d, and sweeten'd my rest. 

VIII. 

Why then art thou gone ? oh inconstant as fair, 

Art thou only a tenant of Summer's soft air ? 

Full well did I hope thy perpetual ray. 

Should gild witb mild lustre, life's most gloomy day. v , t; 



IX. 



Sweet songstress dost thou with sad Philomel fly. 
To seek in new climes a more temperate sky ? 
While the Redbreast all Winter continues to sihg, 
And gladdens its snows with the music of Spring. 



3d3 POETRY. 

X, 

Thou shouldst be, thro' life my compauion and guide. 
Come sickness, come sorrow* whatever betide : 
Gift of heav'n to shorten our wearisome way. 
Thro' the valley of toil, to the regions of day. 

XL 

Bat methinks, in my heart still, (I hear thee reply) 
I cherish one guest, who constrains thee to fly ; 
Grey Memory famous, like Nestor of old. 
For honied discourses, and stories twice told *• 

XII. 

Old Memory often will dwell on a tale, 
That makes the fresh rose in thy garland grow pale : 
Yet what can he teU, that may justly displease 
Thee, whose cloud-piercing eye all futurity sees? 

XIII. 

He speaks but what gratitude dictates, and truth. 
Recalls the gay moments of friendship and youth : 
He tells of past pleasures securely our own. 
And so much of our journey how happily gone. 

XIV. 

Thou knowest, fair charmer of lineage divine, . 
That soon the clear azure unclouded shall shine : 
That life's transient blessings the earnest but give 
Of such as from time shall no limits receive. 



itfnfMytf fAvGoXoyiviiv* HoM. Od. xil. 



Human nature has in all ages been the same ; and this has been 
the complaint of youth against age, and of cheerfulness against 
melancholy, from the earliest times. 
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XV. 



Oh come then, dear source of good-humour and ease. 
Who teachest at once to be pleased and to please: 
And ever hencefortb, with thy Rosalind dwcli. 
Sweet C/ieerfubtetfs, nymph, who all nymphs dost excel. 



A a 



MORAL STANZAS. 



Wblgomb tiie rieal state of thing* 

Ideal world adieii^ 
Where clouds pil'd up by fiuicy's hand 

Hang lon'ring o'er each yiew. 

IL 

Here the gay sunshine of content 
ShaU gUd each humble scene: 

And life steal on» with gentle pace^ 
Beneath a sky serene. 

in. 

Hesperian trees amidst my groye 

I ask not to behold. 
Since ev'n from Ovid's sdng I know^ 

That dragons guard the gold. 

IV. 

Nor would I have the phoenix build 
In my poor elms his nest. 

For where shall odorous gums be found 
To treat the beauteous guest? . 

V. 

Henceforth no pleasure I desire 

In any wild extreme. 
Such as should lull the captiv'd mind 

In a bewitching dream. 
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VI. 



Friendship I ask, without caprice^ 
When faults are ov«r-seen ; 

Errors on both sides mix'd with truth 
And kind good- will between. 

VII. 

Health, that may best its value prore^ 
By slight returns of pain: 

Amusements to enliven life. 
Crosses to prove it vain. 

vni. 

Thus would I pass my hours away. 
Extracting good from all : 

Till time shall from my sliding feel; 
Push this uncwtain ball. 



AaS 



LINES, 



IVrit in the Country towards the End of Autumn. 



Spring, gay season, is no more. 
Summer's golden reig^ is o'er. 
Soon to close the varied year. 
Hoary Winter shall appear. 

When the northern tempests blow. 
When the hills are hid in snow. 
Where shall drooping fancy find 
Scenes to soothe a rural mind ? 

When the busy world resort 

To the gay, the festive court. 

Say, within the lonely cell. 

How shall sweet contentment dwell ? 
Shall not all the tedious day 
Sad and silent wear away ? 
Shall not all the darksome night 
Fondly dream of vain delight? 

Shining scenes shall vex the mind 

To delusive sleep resigned, 

Chas'd by chirping birds away, 

At the chilly dawn of day. 

Then to turn the studious page 
Shall the morning hours engage : 
When the lamps at evening bum. 
Still the studious page to turn. 
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Or intent with hand and eye 
The laborious loom to ply, 
There a mimic spring to raise, 
Vain pursuit of trifling praise. 

Hence will fancy often stray 

To the circles of the gay. 

— Shall she not ? — ^then prilhee bind 

In thy chains the veering mind. 

As it lists the. wind may blow, 
Fancy shall her ruler know. 
Idle being, shadowy queen. 
Empress of a fairy scene. 

Summer, spring, and autumn past, 

Welcome winter comes at last. 

Winter comes, with sober cheer. 

Winding up the varied year. 

When the verdant scenes are lost. 
When the hills are white with frost. 
Fancy's idle reign is done. 
Reason's empire is begun. 

Happy^ gay ones, may you be 

All your hours from sorrow free. 

To the happy, to the gay, 

Unreprov'd my thoughts shall stray. 

Pleasant is it to behold 
Distant mountains tipp'd with gold. 
Sunny landscapes round us spread. 
While our path is in the shade. 

Welcome Morpheus, with thy train. 

Pleasing phantoms of the brain : 

Welcome Sol's returning ray. 

Chirping birds and dawning day. 

6 
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Welcome then the sacred \efe. 
Peaceful wisdom's endless store v 
Hours inestimably dear. 
Welcome happiest of the year ! 
Then tiie pencil, then the loom^ 
Welcome ev'ry mimic bloom. 
Health, and industry, and peace, 
— *Muse enough, thy labour cea8#. 



ELEGV*; 



O form'd for boundless bliss ! Immortal soul. 
Why dost thou prompt the melancholy sigh^ / 

While evening shades disclose the glowing pole, 
And silver moon-beams tremble oe*r the sky. 

These glowing stars shall fade, this moon shall fall. 

This transitory sky shall melt away. 
Whilst thou triumphantly surviving all 

Shalt glad expatiate in eternal day* 

Sickens the mind with longings vainly great. 
To trace mysterious wisdom's secret ways. 

While chained and bound in this ignoble state, 
Humbly it breathes sincere, imperfect praise ? 

Or glows the beating heart with sacred fires. 
And longs to mingle in the worlds of love t 

Or, foolish trembler, feeds its fond desires 
Of earthly good 1 or dread life's ills to prove ? 

Back does it trace the flight of former years. 
The friends lamented, and the pleasures past? 

Or wing'd with forecast vain, and impious fears. 
Presumptuous to the cloud bid future haste ; 

* In this Elegy, of which the date is uncertaiD, the train of tlioagbt 
teems very similar to that which Mrs. Carter addressed to Miss Sutton 
in 1763. Ther« is also som^ kind of general resemblanco in them 
both (though on a subject much more sublime) to the opening of 
Sheostone'sxxth Elegy ; '' why droops this bearf &c. 

8 . 
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Hence, far begone, ye fancy-folded pains. 
Peace, trembling heart, be evVy sigh supprest 

Wisdom supreme, eternal goodness reigns. 
Thus far is sure : to Heav'n resign the rest *. 



* Thus far was right ; the rest belongs to Heaven. Popi. 

Prol, to the S(tt. 



ODE. 



What art thou, Memory of former days. 
That dost so subtly touch the feeling heart ? 

Thou know'st such pleasing sadness to impart. 
That dost such thrilling dear ideas raise ? 
Each wonted path, each once familiar place. 

Each object, that at first but common seem'd. 
Beheld again some satredness has gain'd, 
With i'ancy's hues inexplicably strain'd. 

And by Remembrance venerable deem'd. 
Nor idle workings these of fancy fond, 

Some solemn truth the Heav'n-sent visions teach. 
Stretching our thoughts these bounded scenes beyond, 

And this their voice, and this the truth they teach. 
Time past to man should be an awful theme. 

No magic can the fugitive recall ; 
If idly lost in pleasure's noon-day dream. 

Or vainly wasted, passion's wretched thrall. 

Know, thou Profuse ? that portion was thy all, 
That narrow t^ittance of some scanty years. 

Was giv'n tliee, O unthinking fool to buy 

The priceless treasures of eternity. 
Hence fond remembrance prompts unbidden tears. 
And something sadly solemn mingles still, 

With ev'ry thought of time for ever gone, 
Distinct from past events of good or ill. 

Or view of Life's swift changes hastening on. 
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The sadness hence : bat hence the sweetness too ; 

For well spent time soft whispers to the mind 

Hopes of a blest eternity behind. 
That ev'ry happy moment shall renew. 
Now pleasing Fancy lend thy endless clue, 

And thro* the ma2e of bliss our path-way guide 

Where bloom unfading joys on ev'ry side, 
And each gay winding offers to the view. 
Here, boundless prospects opening to the sights 
In full celestial glory dazzling bright. 
Increasing still, and ever to increase: 
There, the soft scenes of innocence and peace. 
Thro' which, in early youth, or riper age, 

A hand all gracious leads the virtuous few. 
That graceful tread on Life's important stage» 

But fairer now and brighter ev'ry hue : 

For stormy clouds too often intervene. 

And throw dark shadows o'er this mortal scene^ 
Blast the fair buds of hope, or snatch from sighti 

The dear companions of our social way, 
Absorb'd at once in death's impervious night. 
Lost for a while — but when eternal day 
Shall gladsome dawn at once its glorious ray. 

Shows the fair scene of happiness complete*: 

Then Friends, Companions, Lovers joyful meet 
Thence never more to part : and fully blown 
The buds of hope their lasting bloom display. 
Then sweet Remembrance wakes without regret. 

And back each human path they fondly trace. 

That led thro' steady Wisdom's peaceful ways, 

* See the same delightful idea, but expressed in difTorent wor^ 
ui Mrs. Carter's Poem to P. 86, Vol. u. 8vo. edit. SUnsa 7. 
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Thro* the still vale of dear domestic life f: 
Or thro' the toils of virtue's arduous strife. 
To this blest Paradise, this beamy crown. 

This cloudless day, whose sun shall never set. 

t Secrttum iter, et fallentia lemita vitae. Hok. Lib. £pist« It, 
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